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TO  THE 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

fOH^C  Lord  VAVq  HA^&:  c, 

M)  Lord, 

TiT  CANNOT  eafily  excule  the  printing  of  a 
| PLAY  at  fo  unfeafonable  a time,  when  the- 
Ji.  Great  Plot  of  the  Nation,  like  one  of  Pharaoh' s 
lean  Kinc,  has  devour  d its  younger  Brethren  of  the 
Stage  : But  however  weak  my  defence  might  be  for 
this,  I am  fure  I fhou’d  not  need  any  to  the  World, 
for  my  Dedication  to  your  Lordfhip  ; and  if  you 
can  pardon  my  preemption  in  it,  that  a bad  Poet 
fhouldaddrefshimfelf  tofo  great  a Judge  of  Wit,  I 
may  hope  at  Icaft  to  fcape  with  the  Excufc  of  Catul- 
lus, when  he  writ  to  Cicero : 

G rati  as  tibi  Maxim  as  Catullus 
Agit,  pejftmus  omnium  Poet  a ; 

Tantopeffimus  omnium  Poet  a-, 

Qyanto  tu  optimus  omnium  Patronus. 

1 have  feenanEpiftleof  Fleckjio's  to  a Noble-man, 
who  was  by  fome  extraordinary  chance  a Scholar  ; 
(and  you  may  plcafe  to  take  notice  by  the  way, 
how  natural  the  connection  of  thought  is  betwixt  a 
bad  Poet  and  Pleckjto')  where  he  begins  thus:  Qua - 
tuordecim  jam  elapfi  funt  anni , &c.  his  Latin , it 
feems,  not  holding  out  to  the  end  of  the  Sentence j 
but  he  endeavour’d  to  tell  his  Patron , betwixt  two 

A a Lan- 
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Languages  which  he  underftood  alike,  that  it  was 
14  years  fince  he  had  the  happinefs  to  know  him  ; 
tis  juft  fo  long,  and  as  happy  be  the  Omen  ofdulnels 
to  me,  as  it  is  to  Ibme  Clergy- men  and  States- men, 
h nee  your  Lord  Chip  has  known  that  there  is  a worfe 
Poet  remaining  in  the  world  than  he  of  fcandalous 
memory  who  left  it  laft.  I might  inlarge  upon  the 
i'ubjeft  with  my  Author,  and  affure  you,  that  I have 
ferv’d  as  long  for  you,  as  one  of  the  Patriarchs  did 
for  his  Old  Teftament  Miftrefs : But  I leave  thofe 
fiourifhes,  when  occafion  (hall  ferve,  for  a greater  O- 
rator  to  ufe,  and  dare  only  tell  you,  that  I never 
pafs’d  any  part  of  my  life  with.greater  facisfaftion  or 
improvement  to  my  felf,  than  thofe  Years  which  I have 
, liv’d  in  the  honour  of  your  Lordfhips  Acquain- 
tance. ft  l may  have  only  the  time  abated  when  the 
Publick  Service  calL’d  you  to  another  part  of  the 
World,  which  in  imitation  of  our  Florid  Speakers, 

1 might,  (if  1 duvft  prefume  upon  the  expreffiony  call 
the  Parenthesis  of  my  Life . 

That  I have  always, honour'd  ,you,  I fuppofe  I need 
not  tell  you  at  this  time  of  day ; for  you  know5 1 llaid 
not  to  date  ray  refpe&s  to  you  from  that  Title  which 
now  you  have, and  to  which  you  bring  a.greater addi- 
tion by  your  Merit,  than  you. receivcfrom  k by.  the 
Name ; but  I am  proud  to  let  others  know  how  long 
it.  is  that /have  been  made  happy  by  my  knowledge 
of  you,  becaufe  /am fure  it.will  give  me  a Reputati- 
on with  the  prefent  Age,  and  with  Pofterity.  And. 
noyy,  my  Loid,  /know  you0are  afraid,  left  I ihould 
takccth.s  occasion,  which  lies  do  fair  forme,  to  ac- 
quaint 
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quaint  the  World  with  fome  of  chofe  Excellencies  which  / 
have  admir’d  in  you ; but  / have  reafonably  confider’d, 
that  to  acquaint  the  World , is  a Phrafe  of  a malicious 
meaning  : for  it  would  imply,  that  the  World  were  not 
already  acquainted  with  them,  You  are  fo  generally 
known  to  be  above  the  meannefs  of  my  praiies,  that 
you  have  fpar’d  my  Evidence,  and  fpoil’dmy  Comple- 
ment : fihould  /take  for  my  common  places,  your  know- 
ledge both  of  the  old  and  the  new  Philofophy , fbould  / add 
• to  thefe  your  skill  in  Mathematicks->  and  Hijiory , and  yet 
farther,  your  being  converfant  with  all  the  Ancient  Au- 
thors of  the  Greek,  and  Latine  Tongues,,  as  well  as  with 
the  Modern,  /iTiould  tell  nothing  new  to  Mankind  ; for 
when  /have  once  but  nam’d  you,  the  World  will  antici- 
pate all  my  Commendations,  and  go  falter  before  me  than 
/can  follow.  Be  therefore  fecure,  my  Lord,  that  your 
own  Fame  has  freed  it  felt  from  the  danger  of  a Panegy- 
rique , and  only  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  / value  the 
Candour  of  your  Nature , and  that  one  Character  of 
Friendlinefs^and  if /may  have  leave  to  call  it,  kindnefs 
in  you,  before  all  thole  other  w hick  make  you  conlider- 
able  in  the  Nation. 

Some  few  of  our  Nobility  are  learned,  and  therefore 
/will  not  conclude  an  al>folute  contradict  ion  intheterms 
of  Noble  man  and  Scholar ; but  as  the  World  goes  now, 
’tis  very  hard  to  predicate  one  upon  the  other ; and  ’f is 
yet  more  difficult  to  prove,  that  a Noble-man  can  be  a 
Friend  to  Poetry.*  Were  it  not  for  two  or  three  in- 
ffonces  in  WHITE-HALL , and  in  the  Town, 
die  Poets  of  this  Age  would  find  fo  little  incou- 

ragcme»£. 
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ragement  for  their  labours,  and  fo  few  Underftanders,  that 
they  might  have  leifurc  to  rurn  Pamphleteers,  and  aug- 
ment the  number  of  thofe  abominable  Seriblers,  who  in 
this  time  of  Licenfe  abufe  the  Prefs,  almoft  everyday, 
with  Nonfenfe,  and  railing  againft  the  Government. 

It  remains,  my  Lord,  that  1 fhould  give  you  fome  ac- 
count of  this  Comedy i which  you  have  never  feen,  be- 
caule  it  was  written  and  a&ed  in  your  abfence,  at  your 
Government  of  Jamaica.  ’Twas  intended  for  an  honeft 
Satyr e againft  our  crying  fin  or  Keeping;  how  it 
would  have  fucceeded,  1 can  but  guefs, for  it  was  permitted 
to  beaded  only  thi  ice.  The  Crime  for  which  it  fuffer’d, 
was  that  which  is  objtded  againft  the  Satyres  of  Juvenal, 
andthc  Epigram  of  Catullus,  that  it  exprefe’d  too  much 
of  the  Vice  which  it  decry  d : Your  Zordfhip  knows 
what  Anfwer  was  return’d  by  the  Elder  of  thofe  Poets, 
whom  l laft  mention’d,  to  his  Acculers. 

Caflum  efft  decet  pium  Poetam 
Ipfum.  Verficulos  nihil  necejfe  efi : 

Qui  turn  denique  habent  falem  acleporem 
Si  fint  moliiculi  is  parumpudki. 

But  /dare  not  make  that  Apology  tor  my  lelf,and  there- 
fore have  taken  a becoming  care,  that  thole  things  which 
offended  on  the  Stage, might  be  either  alter’d,  or  omitted 
inthePrels  : For  their  Authority  is,  andfhall  be  ever 
facred  to  me,  asmuch  ablentas  prefent,  and  in  all  altera- 
tions of  their  For  tune,  who  for  thofe  Reafons  have  ftopp’d 
its  farther  appearance  on  the  7heatre.  And  whatfoeycr 
hinderance  it  has  been  to  me,  in  point  of  profit,  many  of 
my  Friends  can  bear  me  witnels,  that  I have  not  once 
murmur'd  againft  that  Decree,  The  fame  Fortune  once 

hap- 
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happen’d  to  Moliere , on  the  occafion  of  his  Tartufe  ; 
which  notwichftanding  afterwards  has  feen  the  light,  ina 
Country  more  Bigot  than  ours , and  is  accounted  a- 
mongft  the  belt  Pieces  of  that  Poet.  / will  be  bold  e. 
nough  to  fay , that  this  Comedy  is  of  the  firffc  Piank  of 
thole  which  / have  written,  and  that  Pofterity  will  be  of 
my  Opinion.  It  has  nothing  of  particular Satyre  in  it: 
for  whatfoever  may  have  been  pretended  by  fome  Criticks 
in  the  Town,  I may  fafely  and  folemnly  affirm,  that  no  « 
one  Character  has  been  drawn  from  any  fingle  man ; and 
that  I have  known  fomany  of  the  fame  humour,  in  every 
folly  which  is  here  expos’d,  as  may  ferve  to  warrant  it 
from  a particular  Reflection.  It  was  printed  in  my  ab. 
fence  from  the  Town,  this  Summer,  much  againftmy  ex- 
pectation, otherwifc  / had  over-look’d  the  Prefs,  and 
been  yet  more  careful,  that  neither  my  Friends  fhould 
have  had  the  leaft  occafion  of  unkindnefs  againft  me,  nor 
my  Enemies  of  upbraiding  me  5 but  if  it  live  to  a le- 
cond  /mpreflion,  l will  faithfully  perform  what  has  been 
wanting  in  this,  /n  the  mean  time,  my  £,ord,/ recom- 
mend it  to  your  Protection,  and  beg  I may  keep  ftill 
that  place  in  your  favour  which  / have  hitherto  enjoy’d  ; 
and  which/  (hall  reckon  as  one  of  the  greatefi:  Bleflings 
which  can  befall,  5 

My  Lord. \ 

% 

Tour  Lordfhips  moll  obedient. , 
faithful  Servant , 

JOHN  DR.YDEN. 
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i.  A Ldo  , an  hdneft,  good  naturd,  free-hearted 
i * old  Gentleman  of  the  Town. 

2.  Woodall  his  Son,  under  a falfe Name;  bred  a- 
broad,  and  new  return’d  from  Travel. 

9.  Limbabam , a tame,  foolifh  Keeper,  perfwaded 
by  what  is  laft  faid  to  him,  and  changing  next  word. 

4.  Brainfick.-)  a Husband,  who  being  well  con- 
ceited of  himfelf,  defpifes  his  Wife  : Vehement  a:  d E- 
loquent,  as  he  thinks;  but  indeed  a talker  of  Non. 
Tenfe. 

5.  Gervafe , Woodall's  Man:  formal,  and  apt  to 
give  good  counfel 

6.  Giles,  Woodall's  call  Servant. 

7.  Mrs  Saintly ,an  Hypocritical  fanatick, Landlady 

of  the  Boarding- Hoii fe. 

8.  Mrs.  Tricksy » a Termagant  kept  Miftrefs. 

9.  Mrs.  Pleafance,  fuppos’d  Daughter  to  Miftrefs 
Saintly:  fpightlul  and  Satyrical;  but  fecretly  in 
■Love  with  Woodall. 

10.  Mrs  .Brainjick. 

11.  Judith , aJVtaidoftheHouft. 

C .*  • *■’  9 ’ ■ 's**' 

' \ • " V 

SCENE,  ATSoarding'Houfe  in  Town. 


TRue  Wit  has  feen  its  be  si  days  long  ago , 

It  ntre  looked  up , fence  we  were  dipt  in  Show: 
When  Senfee  in  R ogre  l Rhimes  and  Clouds  was  loft , 
And  Rulnefe  flour ijh'd  at  the  Adi or s coft. 

Nor  ftopt  it  here , when  Tragedy  was  done , 

Satyre  and  Humour  the  feame  h ate  have  run ; 

And  Comedy  is  funk,  to  Trick,  and  Pun . 

Now  our  Machining  Lumber  will  not  [elf 
And  you  no  longer  care  for  Heav'n  or  Hell ; 

What  Stuff  will  pleafe  you  next , the  Lord  can  tell. 
Let  them , who  the  Rebellion  firft  began , 

To  wit , reftore  the  Monarch  if  they  can ; 

Our  Author  dares  not  be  the  firSl  bold  Man. 

He,  like  the  prudent  Citizen , takes  care. 

To  keep  for  better  Marts  his  Staple  Ware, 

His  Toys  are  good  enough  for  Sturbridgc  Fair? 
Tricks  were  the  Fafhion  \ if  it  now  be  fpent , 

Tis  time  enough  at  Eafter  to  invent ; 

No  Man  will  make  up  a new  Suit  for  Lent : 

If  now  and  then  be  takes  a fmall  pretence 
To  for  rage  for  a little  Wit  and  Senfe, 

Pray  par  don  him,  be  meant  you  no  offence. 

Next  Summer  Noftradamus  tells,  they  fayx 
That  all  the  Criticks  fhall  he fbipt  away+ 

And  not  enow  be  left  to  damn  a Play. 

To  every  Say l befeide,  good Heav'n  be  kind’,  , 'f 
But  drive  away  that  Swarm  with  fuch  a Wind,] 

That  not  one  Locuft  may  be  left  behind. 
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ACT.  I.  SCENE  I. 

An  ofen  Garden-Houfe  \ a Table  in  it,  and  G hairs. 

k i 

Enter  Woodall,  Gervafe. 

• - v 

m y • v 4 / ■ £ > ' * . I,  V * v , 

Woodall.  T>  Id  the  Foot-mao  recejye  the  Trunks,  and  Portmanfu  ^ 

X)  and  fee  ’em  plac’d  in  the  Lodgings  ypu  have  taken  for 
me,  while  I walk  a Turn  here  in  the  Garden. 

Gervafe.  ’Tis  already  order’d,  Sir : But  they  are  like  to  Hay  in  the 
outer  Room,  till  theMiftrefs  of  the  Houfe  return  from  Morning  Ex- 
ercile. 

Wood.  What , file’s  gone  to  the  Pariih  Church,  it  feems,  to  her 
Devotions. 

Ger.  No, Sir  i the  Servants  have  inform’d  me,  that  (he  rifes  every 
Morning,  and  goes  to  a private  Meeting  houle  ; where  they  pray  for 
the  Government,  and  practice  againft  the  Authority  of  it. 

Wood.  And  haft  thou  trepan’d  me  into  a Tabernacle  of  the  God- 
ly f Is  this  Pious  Boarding-houfe  a place  for  me,  thou  wicked  Var  let  ? 

Ger.  According  to  humane  appearance,  I muft  confefs, ’tis  neither 
fit  for  you,  nor  you  for  it  .;  but,  have  patience.  Sir,  matters  are  not  lo 
bad  as  they  may  feem : there  are  pious  Baudy-houfes  in  the  World,  or 
Conventicles  wou’d  not  be  fo  much  frequented : Neither  is  it  impoffi- 
ble,  but  a Devout  Fanatick-Landlady  of  a Boarding-Houfe  may  be 
a Baud. 

Wood.  I,  to  thofeof  her  own  Church,  I grant  you,  Gervafe-,  but  I 
am  none  of  thofe.  B ger 

B&VV  * ' X . • 
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Ger>  If  I were  worthy  to  read  you  a Lefture  in  the  Myftery  of 
Wickednefs,  I wou’d  inltrud  you  firft  in  the  Art  of  Seeming  Hohnefs : 
fcut,  Hearn  be  thank’d,  you  have  a toward  and  pregnant  Genius  to 
Vice,  and  need  not  any  man’s  inftru&ion ; and  I am  too  good,  I thank 
my  Stars,  for  the  vile  employment  of  a Pimp. 

Wood.  Then  thou  art  e’en  too  good  for  me  * a worfe  Man  will  ferve 


my  turn.  _ 

Ger.  I call  your  Confcience  to  witnefs,  how  often  I have  given  you 
whoiefom  counfel*,  how  often  I have  laid  to  you,  with  tears  in  my 

eyes,  Mailer,  or  Mailer  Aldo • 

Wood.  Mr.  Woodall , you  Rogue!  that’s  my  mm  de  guerre:  You 
know  1 have  laid  by  Aldo,  for  fear  that  name  Ihou’d  bring  me  to  the 

notice  of  my  Father.  . r , T r ^ 

(jer.  Gry  you  mercy,  good  Mv  .Woodall.  How  often  have  1 laid. 
Into  what  courfes  do  you  run  l Your  Father  fent  you  into  France  at 
twelve  year  old,  bred  you  up  at  Paris •,  firft,  in  a College,  and  then 
at  an  Academy : At  the  firft,  infteadof  running  through  a courfe  of 
Philofophy,  you  ran  througa  all  the  Baudy-houfes  in  Town:  At  the 
later,  inilead  of  man^iijgthe  Sigat  Horle,;?ou  exercisd  on  your 
Mailer’s  Wife.  What  you  did  in  Germany , 1 know  not  y but  that 
you  beat ’em  all  at  their  own  Weapon,  Drinking , and  have  brought 
home  a GoWet  of  Plate  from  Manfier,  for  the  Prize  of  fwallowing. 
a Gallon  of  Rhenijh  more  than  the  Bijhop. 

Wood.  Gervafe,  thou  (halt  be  my  Chronicler,  thou  lofeft  none  of 


SVr.What  a comfort  are  you  like  to  prove  to  your  good  Old  Father . 
You  have  run  a Campaigning  among  the  French  thefe  laft  three  years, 
without  his  leave  *,  and,  now  he  fends  for  you  back,  to  fettle  you  in 
the  World,  and  marry  you  to  theHeirefs  of  a rich  Gentleman,  ot 
whan  he  had  the  Guardianlhip,  yet  you  do  not  make  your  Applica- 


lion  to  him. 

Wood.  Prithee,  ho  more. 

Ger.  You  are  come  over,  have  been  in  Town  above  a Week  Incog. 
vito,  haunting  Play-houfes,  and  other  places,  which  for  Modeft, -I 
name  not  ; and  have  chang’d  your  name,  from  Aldo , to  Woodall, Jot 
fear  of  being  difcover’d  to  him:  you  have  notfo  much  as  mquird 
where  he  is  lode’d,  though  yon  know  he  is  molt  commonly  m Lon- 
dorr.  And  laftly,  you  have  difcharg’d  my  honeft  Fellow-fer vant  Gtle*, 

5 Wood.  Becaufehewas  too  (aucy,  and  was  ever  offering  to  give  me 
counfel : mark  that,  and  tremble  at  his  Deftiny. 

Ger.  I know  the  reafon  why  I am  kept : becaufe  you  cannot  be 
difcover’d  by  my  means  -,  for  you  took  me  up  in  France,  and  your 

Father  knows  me  not.  c 

Wood.  I mult  have  a Ramble  in  tljeTown;  when  I have  teat  my 
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Money,  I will  grow  dutiful ; fee  my  Father,  and  ask  for  more.  In  the 
meantime,  I have  beheld  a handfom  Woman  at  a Play,  1 am  fali’n 

!rorMVh  W'fth  u ei  ’i  3Iid  have.fou^  her  eafe;  thou,  I thank  thee,  haft 
trac  d her  to  her  Lodging  in  this  Boarding  houfe,  and  hither  I am 
come  to  accompliflimy  defign.  1 ara 

Cer.  Well,  Heav'n  mend  all.  I hear  our  Landlady’s  voice  FNolfi.l 
Wl  '0l't  iand  thce.i;f f?fe  fora11  de£er  nrf  “unfel  to  a fitter  feafon. 

trw.  Nota  Sillable  of  counfel:  the  next  Grave  Sentence,  thou 
marc  lied  after  Gila.  Woodall'’?,  my  name : remember  that. 

Enter  Mrs.  Saintly. 

Is  this  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe? 

Muwoodall  for  want  of  a better,  as  Ihe  will  tell  you. 

the^Art  of  Wi‘1  h“ ! ‘ ^ « V 

Stf.SfSST’0-1*-  "" 

3 roterdifcK"  ^ Cn» 

Wood.  Some  fpr  inklings  of  it,  Madam : we  muft  not  boaft. 

Sawt.  Verily,  boafting  is  of  an  evil  Principle. 

Wood.  Faith,  Madam, 

tTmj  No  fwearing,  I befeech  you.  Of  what  Church  are  you  ? 

Wood.  Why,  of  Covent-Garden  Church,  I think. 

Cer.  How  iewdly,  and  ignorantly  he  anfwers!  r Afide. 

She  means,  of  what  Religion  are  you  ? # 

Wood.  O,  does  (he  fo? Why,  I am  of  your  Religion,  be  it 

what  it  will,  l warrant  it  a right  one:  I’ll  not  ftand  with  you  for  a 
ttme  -.Presbjtenan,  Independent,  Anabaptifi,  they  are  all  of ’em  too 
good  tor  us,  unlefs  we  had  the  grace  to  follow  ’em. 

Saint.  I fee  you  are  ignorant  5 but  verily,  you  are  a new  VelTel,  and 
1 may  leafon  you.  I hope  you  do  not  ufe  the  Parilh-Church. 

mlfLreWm  » hT fX”L“gm.  !°"n8  3*  a°d 

O,  lenoully,  I had  forgotten  - your  Trunk  and  Portmantu  are  ftand- 
S y°uf  lodgings  are  ready,  and  your  Man  may  place 

em,  if  he  pleafe,  while  you  and  I confer  together.  y 1 

Wood.  Go,  Gervafe,  and  do  as  you  are  directed.  [Exit  Ger. 

frUrtT'  the  fir£plaCeVyou  P1^  kno weare  a Company  of  our 

mon^ft  us^  eX^C<^  you  ^ou’^  ^ve  conformably  and  lovingly  a* 

bc»kr2b;iraw,tm'-  Ia”'h'”»^»™8S0»Undn,,I. 
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Saint . And  to  me  efpecially.  Then,  I hope,  you’re  no  keeper  of 
late  hours. 

Wood.  No,  no,  my  hours  are  very  early ; betwixt  three  ana  four  m 
the  morning,  commonly. 

Saint.  That  mull;  be  amended : But  to  remedy  the  inconvenience, 
twill  my  felf  fit  up  for  you.  I hope,  you  wou’d  not  offer  violence 
tome? 

Wood.  I think  I (hou’d  not,  if  1 were  fobr\ 

Saint.  Then,  if  you  were  overtaken, 'and  Ihoii'd  offer  violence,  and 
I confent  not,  you  may  do  your  filthy  part,  and  1 am  blamelefs. 

Wood.  ( Afide .)  I think  the  Devil’s  in  her,  (he  has  given  me  the 
hint  again.  Well,  it  lhall  go  hard,  but  I will  offer  violence  fome- 
times  •,  will  that  content  you  ? 

Saint.  I have  a Cup  of  Cordial  Water  in  my  Clofet,  which  will 
help  to  ftrengthen  Nature,  and  to  carry  off  a Debauch.:  I do  not  in- 
vite you  thither  j but  the  Houle  will  be  fafe  a Bed,  and  Scandal  will 

be  avoided.  . 

Wood.  Hang  Scandal;  I am  above  it,  at  thore  times. 

Saint.  But  Scandal  is  the  greatelt  part  of  the  offence;  you  muff  be 
fecret.  And  I mult  warn  you  of  another  thing  there  are,  befides 
my  felf,  two  more  young  W omen  in  my  houfe. 

Wood.  {Afide.)  That,  befides  her  felf,  is  a cooling  Card. 

Pray, . how  young  are  they  ? 

Saint.  About  my  Age.-  fome  eighteen,  or  twenty,  or  thereabouts. 
Wood.  Oh,  very  good  ! Two  more  young  Women  befides  your  felf, 

and  both  handfom?  ...  r . n.  . a. 

Sa'nt.  No,  verily,  they  are  painted  out-fides;  you  mult  not  caft 
your  eyes  upon  'em,  nor  liften  to  their  Converfation you  are  alrea- 
dy chofen  for  a better  work. 

Wood,  I warrant  you,  let  me  alone  : l amcholen,  I. 

Saint.  They  are  a couple  of  alluring  wanton  Minxes. 

Wood:  Are  they  very  alluring,  fay  you?  very  wanton? 

Saint.  You  appear  exalted,  when  I mention  thofe  Pit- falls  of  Ini- 
quity. . , , , 

Wood.  Who,  I exalted?  Good  faith,  lamas  fober,  a melancholy 

pOor  Soul! — • 

Saint.  I fee  this  abominable  fin  of  Swearing  is  rooted  m you.  Tear 
it  out,  oh  tear  it  out  -,  it  will  deftroy  your  precious  Soul. 

Wood.  I find  we  two  lhall  fcarce  agree .-  1 mull  not  come  to  your 
Clofet  when  I have  got  a Bottle ; for,  at  fucha  time,  I am  horribly 
gi  ven  to  it. 

Saint.  Verily,  a little  Swearing  may  be  then- allowable:  you  may 
fwear  you  love  me,  Vis  a lawful  Oath-,  but  then,  you  mult  not  look 
on  Harlots. 

Wood.  Intuit  wheedle  her,  and  whet  my  courage  writ  on  her;  as  a 

good 
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good  Mufician  always  preludes  before  a Tune.  Come*  here’s  my 
nrft  Oath.  [Embracing  her . 

Enter  A Ido. 

Aldo*  How  now,  Mrs*  Saintly ! what  work  have  we  here  towards  ? ] 

Wood-  ( Afide.)  Aldo,  my  own  natural  Father,  as  I live  / 1 remem- 
ber the  lines  of  that  hide  bound  face  : Does  he  lodge  here  ? if  he 
fhou’d  know  me,  1 am  ruin’d. 

Saint.  Curfe  on  his  coming!  he  has  difturb’d  us.  [Afide. 

Well,  young  Gentleman,  I lhall  take  a time  to  inftr  u<5b  you  better. 

Wood-  You  lhall  find  me  an  apt  Scholar. 

Saint . 1 mull  go  abroad,  upon  fome  bufinefs  j but  remember  your 
promile,  to  carry  your  felf  foberly,  and  without  fcandal  in  my  Fa- 
mily j and  fo  I leave  you  to  this  Gentleman,  who  is  a Member  of  it. 

[Ex.  Saintly. 

Aldo . ( Afde.)  Before  George , a proper  fellow ! and  a Swinger  he 
Ihou’d  be,  by  his  make  ! the  Rogue  wou’d  bumble  a Whore,  I war- 
rant him  / You  are  welcome,  Sir,  amonglt  us  •, — molt  heartily  wel- 
come, as  I may  fay. 

Wood . All’s  well:  he  knows  me  not.  Sir,  your  civility  is  obliging 
to  a Stranger,  and  may  befriend  me,  in  the  acquaintance  of  our 
fellow-Lodgers. 

Aldo . Hold  you  there,  Sir:  I mull  firft  underftand  you  a little  bet- 
ter *,  and  yet,  methinks,  you  fhou’d  be  true  to  love. 

Wood.  Drinking,  and  Wenching,  are  but  flips  of  Youth:  I had 
thofe  good  qualities  from  my  Father. 

Aldo . Thou,  Boy  / Aha,  Boy!  a true  Trojan,  I warrant  thee! 

[Hugging  him . 

Well,  I fay  no  more  *,  but  you  are  lighted  into  fuch  a Family,  fuch. 
food  for  concupifcence,  luch  Bona-Roba's ! 

Wood.  One  1 know  indeed  ^ a Wife : but  Bona  Roba  s fay  you. 

Aldo.  I fay,  Bona  Roba' s,  in  the  Plural  Number. 

Wood.  Why,  what  a Tm\ Mahomet  lhall  I be  / No,  I will  not 
make  my  felf  drunk,  with  the  conceit  offo  much  joy : the  Fortunes 
too  great  for  mortal  man  *,  and  I a poor  unworthy  linner. 

Aldo.  Wou’d  I lye  to  my  Friend  / Am  I a Man  ? am  I a Chriftian  ? ' 
there  is  that  Wife  you  mention’d,  a delicate  little  wheedling  Devil,  > 
with  fuch  an  appearance  of  limplicity  5 and  with  that,  fhe  does  un- 
dermine, fo  fool  her  conceited  Husband,  that  he  defpifts  her  ! 

Wood Juft  ripe  for  horns:  his  deftiny,  like  a Turks,  is  written  » 
in  his  forehead. 

Aldo.  Peace,  peace*,  thou  art  yet  ordain’d  for  greater  things. 
There’s  another  too,  a kept  Miftrefs,  a brave  Strapping  Jade,  a 
two-handed  Whore ! 

wood.  A kept  Miftrefs  too ! my  bowels  yearn  toiler  already : She’s 
certain  prize.  Aide*  -» 
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Aldo.  But  this  Lady  is  To  Termagant  an  Emprefs ! and  he  fo  fub- 
miffivc,  fo  tame,  fo  led  a Keeper,  and  as  proud  of  his  Slavery,  as  a 
French  man  ■ lam  confident  he  dares  not  find  her  falfe,  for  fear  of  a 
quarrel  with  her  5 becaufe  he  is  fure  to  be  at  the  charges  of  the  War  ; 
She  knows  he  cannot  live  without  her,  and  therefore  feeks  occafions 
of  falling  out  to  make  him  purchafe  peace.  1 believe  Ihe’s  now  aim- 
ing at  a fettlement. 

Woo  d.  Might  not  I ask  you  one  civil  queltion  ? How  pafs  you 
your  ti  me  in  this  Noble  Family  ? for  1 find  you  are  a Lover  of  the 
Game,  and  fhou’d  be  loth  to  hunt  in  your  Purliews. 

Mdo.  I mult  firft  tell  you  fomething  of  my  conditions  I am  herea 
Friend  to  all  of  ’em  •,  I am  their  Fac  totum , do  all  their  bufinefs-,  for, 
not  to  boaft,  Sir,  lam  a man  of  general  acquaintance:  there’s  no 
News  in  Town,  either  Foreign  or  Domeftick,  but  I fare  it  firfl  \ no 
Mortgage  of  Lands,  no  fale  of  Houfes,  but  I have  a finger  in  ’em. 

Wood.  Then,  Ifuppofe,  you  are  a gainer  by  your  pains- 

Aide.  No,  1 do  all  gratis,  and  am  molt  commonly  a lofer  ■,  only  a 
Buck  fometimes  from  this  good  Lord , or  that  good  Lady  in  the 
Country and  I eat  it  not  alone,  I mult  have  company. 

Wood.  Pray,  what  company  do  you  invite? 

Aldo.  Peace,  peace,  I am  coming  to.  you ; Why,  you  mull  know  I 
am  tender-natur’d  •,  and  if  any  nnhappy  difference  have  arifen  be- 
twixt a Miftrefs  and  her  Gallant,  then  I ftrike  in  to  do  good  offices 
betwixt  ’em  ; and,  at  my  own  proper  charges,  conclude  the  quarrel 
with  a reconciling  Supper. 

Wood.  I find  the  Ladies  of  Pleafure  are  beholden  to  you. 

Aldo.  Before  Georoe,  I love  the  poor  little  Devils.  I am  indeed  a 
Father  to  ’em,  and  k>  they  call  me 1 give  ’em  my  Counfel,  and 
alfifl:  ’em  with  my  Purfe.  I cannot  fee  a pretty  Sinner  hurri’d  to  Pri- 
fonby  the  Land-Pyrats,  but  Nature  works,  and  I mult  Bail  her:  or 
want  a Supper,  but  I have  a couple  of  cram'd  Chickens,  a Cream 
Tart,  and  a Bottle  ot  Wine  to  offer  her. 

Wood.  Sure  you  expedt  fomekindnefs  in  return. 

/lido.  Faith,  not  much : Nature  in  is  at  low  water-mark  •,  my 
Body’s  a Jade,  and  tires  under  me,  yet  I love  to  fmuggle  ftill  in  a 
Corner;  pattern  down,  and  pur  over  ’em  •,  but,  after  that,  I can  do 
’em  little  harm. 

Wood.  Then  I’m  acquainted  with  your  bufinefs : you  wou'd  be  a kind 
of  Dcputy-Fumbler  under  me. 

Aldo.  You  have  me  right-  Be  you  the  Lyon , to  devour  the  Prey,  I 
am  your  JackdCall,  to  provide  it  for  you : there  will  be  a Bone  for  me 
to  pick. 

Wood.  Your  Humility  becomes  your  Age.  For  my  part,  I am  vigo- 
rous, and  throw  at  all. 

Aldo.  As  right  as  if  I had  begot  thee  / Wilt  thou  give  me  leave  to 
call  thee  Son  ? Wood. 
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Wood . With  all  my  heart. 

Aldo.  Ha,  mad  Son  / 

Wood.  Mad  Daddy  / 

Aldo.  Your  man  told  me,  you  were  juft  return’d  from  Travel  : 
what  Parts  have  you  laft  vifaed  ? 

Wood . I came  from  France. 

Aldo-  Then,  perhaps,  you  may  have  known  an  ungracious  Boy  of 
mine  there. 

Wood-  Like  enough : pray,  what’s  his  name  ? < 

Aldo . George  Aldo. 

Wood.  I muft  confefs  I do  know  the  Gentleman  j fatisfie  your  felf, 
he’s  in  health,  and  upon  his  return. 

Aldo . That’s  fome  comfort  .*  But,  1 hear,  a very  Rogue,  a lewd 
young  Fellow. 

Wood • The  worft  I know  of  him  is,  that  he  loves  a Wench*,  and 
that  good  quality  he  has  not  ftoln. 

Mufick.  at  the  Balcony  over  head  : Mrs.  Trickfy  and 
Judith  appear- 

Hark  / there’s  Mufick  above. 

Aldo.  Tis  at  my  Daughter  Tricksy  s Lodging,  the  kept  Miftrefs  I 
told  you  of,  the  Lafs  of  Mettle:  but  for  allfhe  carries  it  fo  high*  I 
know  her  Pedigree  ^ her  Mother’s  a Semftrefs  in  Dog  and  Bitch  Tdfd, 
and  was,  in  her  Youth,  as  right  as  fhe  is. 

Wood.  Then  Ihe  s a two-piPd  Punk,  a Punk  of  two  Defcents. 

Aldo.  And  her  Father,  the  famous  Cobler,  who  taught  Walftngham 
to  the  Black-birds.  How  ftand  thy  affedions  to  her,  thou  lufty  Rogue  ? 

Wood.  Allo’fire.*  a moft  urging  Creature  / 

Aldo - Peace  ! they  are  beginning. 

A SONG. 

i. 

9 Ain  ft  Keepers  we  petition , 

Vj  Who  woiid  inclofe  the  Common  : 

7rTis  enough  to  raife  Sedition 
In  the  free-born  fttbjett  Woman. 

Becaufe  for  his  gold 
I my  body  have  fold. 

He  thinks  rm  a Slave  for  my  life  -y 
He  rants , domineer sy 
He  fwaggers  and  /wears. 

Aid  wosfd  keep  me  as  bare  as  his  Wife, 

2<  rGainft 
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’ Gainfl  Keefers  we  petition , &C* 

7Tis  honefl  and  fair , 

That  a Feaft  I prepare 

wta#  his  dull  appetites  o're. 
fie  treat  with  the  reft 
Some  mlcomer  Gheft, 

For  the  Reclining  was  paid  me  before . 

Wood . A Song  againft  Keepers!  this  makes  well  for  tislufty  Lovers 

Tricksy-  (Above)  Father,  Father  Aldo ! 

Aldo.  Daughter  Tricksy , are  you  there  Child  ? your  Friends  at 
Barnet  are  all  welly  and  your  dear  Matter  Limberham}  that  Noble  He- 
fheftion,  is  returning  with  ’em. 

Trick.  And  you  are  come  upon  the  Spur  before,  to  acquaint  me 
with  the  news. 

Aldo . Well,  thou  art  the  happieft  Rogue  in  a kind  Keeper ! He 
drank  thy  health  fire  times,  fxpernacnhim,  to  my  Son  Brain- fields  and 
dipt  my  Daughter  Pleafanceh  little  finger,  to  make  it  go  down  more 
glibly : And,  before  George , I grew  tory  rory,  as  they  fay,  and  {train’d 
a Brimmer  through  the  Lilly- white  Smock,  i’faitb. 

Tricky  You  Will  never  leave  fchefe  fumbling  tricks,  Father,  till  you 

e taken  upon  fulpition  of  Manhood,  and  have  a Baftard  laid  at 
y#ur  Door : I am  lure  you  wan’d  own  it  for  your  Credit. 

Aldo.  Before  George  y I fhou’d  not  fee  it  ttarve  for  the  Mothers  fake  .* 
for,  if  fhe  were  a Punk,  (he  was  good-natur’d,  I warrant  her. 

Wood.  (A fide)  Well,  if  ever  Son  was  bleft  with  a hopeful  Father, 
1 am. 

T rick : Who’s  that  Gentleman  withyou  ? 

Aldo.  A young  Mon  fie  ur  return’d  from  travel , a lufty  young 
Rogue-,  atrue-miU’d  Whoremafter,  with  the  right  Stamp.  He’s  a 
Fellow-lodger,  incorporate  in  our  Society : for  whofe  fake  he  came 
hither,  let  him  tel)  you. 

Wood.  ( Afide ) Are  you  gloting  already?  then  there’s  hopes, 
iTaith. 

T ricki  You  feem  to  know  him.  Father. 

Aldo . Know  him  / from  his  Cradle— — What’s  your  name  ? 

Wood.  Woodall. 

Aldo.  Woodall  of  Woodall  *,  I knew  his  Father-,  we  were  Con- 
temporaries, and  Fellow-Wenchers  in  our  Youth. 

Wood.  (Afide)  My  honeit  Father  {tumbles  into  truth,  infpight  of 
lying. 

Trick • 1 was  juft  coming  down  to  the  Carden-houfe  before  you  came. 

Aldo.  Pm  ferry  1 cannot  ftay  to  prefent  my  Son  Woodall  to  you  y 
but  1 1 have  fet  you  together,  that’s  enough  for  me.  [Exit. 

Wood . 
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Wood.  (Alone)  ’T was  my  ftudy  to  avoid  my  Father,  and  I have  run 
full  into  his  mouth ; and  yet  l have  a Itrong  hank  upon  him  too,  for 
I am  private  to  as  many  of  his  Vertues,  as  he  is  of  mine.  After  all, 
if  I had  an  ounce  of  difcretion  left,  I Ihou’d  purfue  this  bufinefs  no 
farther  : but  two  fine  Women  in  a Houfe!  Well,  ’tis  refolv’d,  come 
what  will  on’t,  thou  artanfwerable  for  aH  my  fins,  old  Alda. 

Enter  Trickfy  with  a Box  of  EJfences. 


Herelhe  comes,  this  Heir- Apparent  of  a Semltrefs,  and  a Cobler  ! 
and  yet,  as  fhe’s  adorn’d,  Ihe  looks  like  any  Princefs  of  the  Blood. 

[ Salutes  her, 

Trickt  ( Afide ) What  a difference  there  is  between  this  Gentle- 
man, and  my  feeble  Keeper,  Mr.  Limberham  ! He’s  to  my  with,  if  he 
wou’d  but  make  the  lealt  advances  to  me.  Father  Aldo  tells  me,  Sir, 
you’re  a Traveller  .•  what  Adventures  have  you  had  in  Foreign 
Countries  ? 

_ Wood.  I have  no  Adventures  of  my  own  can  deferve  your  Cu- 
riofity ; but,  now  I think  on’t,  I can  tell  you  one  that  hapned  to  a 
French  Cavalier,  a Friend  of  mine,  at  T 'ipoli. 

Tricky  No  Wars,  I befeech  you : 1 am  fo  weary  of  Father  Aldo's 
Lorrain  and  Creqity. 

Wood.  Then  this  is  as  you  wou’d  defire  it,  a Love- Adventure. 
This  Frew*  Gentleman  was  made  a Slave  to  the  Dye  of  Tripoli ■,  by  his 
good  qualities  gain’d  his  Mailers  favour  5 and  after,  by  corrupting  an 
Eunuch,  was  brought  into  the  Seraglio  privately , to  fee  the  .Dye’s 
Miltrefs. 


Trick.  This  is  fonlewhat  •,  proceed,  fweet  Sir. 

Wood.  He  was  fo  much  amaz’d,  when  he  firlt  beheld  her,  leaning 
over  a Ba/cone,  that  he  fcarcely  dar’d  to  lift  his  eyes,  or  fpeak  to  her. 

Tricky  (.Afide)  I find  him  now.  But  what  followed  of  this  dumb  In- 
terview ? 

Wood.  The  Nymph  was  gracious , and  came  down  to  him  ^ but 
with  lb  Goddefs-like  a prefence , that  the  poor  Gentleman  was 
Thunder-ltruck  again- 

Tricky  That  favour’d  little  of  the  Alonfenrs  Gallantry,  elpecially 
when  the  Lady  gave  Him  in'couragement. 

Wood.  The  Gentleman  was  not  fo  dull,  but  he  linderftood  the  fa- 
vour, and  was  prefuming  enough  to  try  if  lhe  were  Mortal : He  ad- 
vanc’d with  more  aflurance,  and  took  her  fair  hands : Was  he  not 
too  bold,  Madam?  and  wou’d  not  you  have  drawn  back  yours,  had 
you  been  in  the  Sultana's  place  ? 

Trick.  If  the  Sultana  lik’d  him  well  enough  to  tome  down  into  the 
Garden  to  him,  I fuppofe  (he  came  not  thither  to  gather  Nofegays. 
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Wood.  Give  me  leave.  Madam,  to  thank  you,  in  myFriends  behalf, 

for  vour  favourable  judgment.  _ ^K,^c  her  hand.  ^ 

He  kifs’d  her  hand  with  an  exceeding  Tranfport-,  and  finding  that 
{he  prelt  his  at  the  fame  inftant,  he  proceeded  with  a greater  eager- 
nefs  to  her  lips : But,  Madam,  the  Story  wou’d  be  without  life,  un- 
lefs  vou  give  me  leave  to  aft  the  Circumftances.  LKtps  her. 

Trick  Well,  I’ll  fwear  you  are  the  moll:  Natural  Hiftorian  .' 

Wood.  But  now,  Madam,  my  hearc  beats  with  joy,  when  l come 
to  ten  you  the  fweeteft  part  of  his  Adventure : Opportunity  was  fa- 
vourable, and  Love  was  on  his  fide  ■,  he  told  her,  the  Chamber  was 
more  private,  and  a fitter  Scene  for  Pleafure.  Then,  looking  on  her 
Eyes,  he  found  ’em  languilhing  •,  he  faw  her  Cheeks  blufinng,  and 
heard  her  Voice  faultring  in  a half  denial : he  feiz’d  her  hand  with 

an  Amorous  Extalie,  and- [Takes  her  hand. 

Trick  Hold,  Sir,  you  aft  your  Part  too  far.  Your  Friend  was 
unconfcionable,  if  he  defir’d  more  favours  at  the  firft  Interview. 

Wood.  He  both  defir’d,  and  obtain  d era,  Madam,  andfowill^ 
(JToife)  Trick  Heav’ns/  I hear  Mr.  Lmberham's  voice  : he  s re- 
turn'd from  Barnet. 

Wood.  I’ll  avoid  him.  , ... 

Trick-  That’s  impoflible-,  he’ll  meet  you.  Let  me  think  a mo- 
ment: Mrs.  Saintly  is  abroad,  and  cannot  difcoveryou : Have  any 
of  the  Servants  feen  you  ? 

Trick.  ^Then  you  (hall  pafs  for  my  Italian  Merchant  ofEflences: 
nWoodZ  Bm^fpeaf  n^i^  only  a few  broken  fcraps  which  I 

rid  of 

’tis  but  flipping  into  your  Chamber,  throwing  off  your  bbck  Periw.g, 
and  Riding  Sute,  and  you  come  out  an  Engltjh-man.  No  more , he  &* 
here.  , 

Enter  Limberham. 

Limberham.  Why,  how  now,  Pugt  Nay,  Imuft  lay  you  over  the 
mtqkehanfelof ’em,  formywelcom. 

L Trick  (P^ting  him  back)  Foh ! how  you  fmellof  Sweat,  Dear. 

£/,*  fhaveputmy  felf  into  this  lame  unfavoury  heat,  out  of  my 
violent  affefr  ion  to  fee  thee,  Pig,  before 

I cou’d  not  live  without  thee  •,  thou  art  the  pureft  Bed-fel  ow.  tlmugh 
l fay  it,  that  I did  nothing  but  dream  of  thee  all  night-,  and  then  I 
wasVtroublefometo  Father  ^ (for  you  muft  know  he  and  I 
were  lodg’d  together)  that,  in  my  Confluence,  Ldid  fo  kifs  him,  ana 
fahug,  him  in  my  fleep  1 
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Trick,  I darebefworn  ’twasin  your  fleep  • for,  when  vou  are  wt 

woman.OU  316  **  m°ft  h°neft’  quiet  Bed'fdlow.  that  ever  lay  by 

Litn.  Well,  P^alUhall  be  amended;  I am  come  hoirenn 
pofe  to  pay  old  Debts.  But  who  is  that  fame  Fellow  there  ° what 
makes  he  in  our  Territories?  at 

Truk  You  Auph  you,  do  you  not  perceive  it  is  the  Italian  Seignior 
who  is  come  to  fell  me  ElTences  ? seignior, 

madfon18  thist^SeiSn(]ioE.?  I warrant  you,  ’tis  he  the  Lagoon  ms 

rtiT  PrvrheFlT^'7^  Se,Smor>  and  ends  with  Ho,  ho. 

him  leaverthlf°Ppery>  that  we  may  have  done  with 

him.  He  asks  an  unreafonable  price,  and  we  cannot  agree  Here 

Seignior, takeyour  Trinkets, andbegone  8 Here’ 

Wood,  (taking  the  Box;  A Dio,  Seignior  a. 

head' oW  fi,dddePnay  ^ ““***  Sdsnior  5 3 thing  is  come  int0  mV 
Trick  What twou’d  you  have,  you  eternal  Sot  ? the  Man’s  in  hafte. 
Lm.  But  why  Ihoudyou  be  in  your  Frumps,  Pug,  when  I defign 
only  to  oblige  you  ? I mult  prefent  you  with  this  Box  of  ElTences  v 
nothing  can  be  too  dear  for  thee.  ■ 5 ’ 

Trick  Pray  let  him  go,  he  underltands  no  Englilh. 

7?m‘,  „,?n  how  cou’d  you  drive  a Bargain  with  him,/V  ? 

Trick.  Why,  by  Signs,  you  Coxcomb.  4 

Lim.  Very  good  ! Then  I’ll  firft  pull  him  by  the  Sleeve,  that’s  a 

Irene0  y°Uf  ME'!?ei£?ior->  1 wou’d  make  a Prefent  of  your 

ElTences  to  this  Lady  ^ for  I find  I cannot  Ipeak  too  plain  to  you,  be- 

^E^sarap* BenM 

Wood.  Seignioro,  nonintendo  Inglefe. 

H^^uchlhail’ ^oe*  noE  intend  Engijh. 

AIf/°u  riH  PrePent  me» 1 have  bidden  him  ten  Guineys. 
»io7?mT:-  bef°re  ^Vou  bid  himftir.  Look  you,  Mr.S«V- 
P44SV”  '•2».'fc5,«,7,8,P,and.o.  Do 

Wood.  Seignior , Si.  * 

my^dL;,y°Uthere’^  h£d0esfee-  Here,  will  you  take  me  at 

Wood.  (Shrugging  up)  Treppt  poet,  troppo  co. 

Urn.  A poco,  a poet!  why,  a Pox  o’ you  too,  and  you  goto  that. 
ftanVthat fur^T’ ! r can  tick.le  him  UP  with  French  ■,  hf’ll  under- 

ttu^meait1  Chi?Aai  : h»  Taratapa , Taratapa,  m,  ma* 

come  of  me  ? ^ ^ ^ “ am  a£  end ^my  what  will  be- 

. i?  */ 
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Trick.  (To  him)  Speak  any  thing,  and  make  it  pafs  for  ItaTum , but 

be  l'ure  you  take  his  Money.  . 

Wood.  Seignior,  jo  non  cantto  takare  ten  Gnsnneo,  fojjibtlmnte  ■,  ns 

t0  Lin? That  is,  Tug,  he  cannot  poffibly  take  ten  Guineys,  ’tis  to 
his  lofs : now  I underftand  him  i this  is  almolt  Englijh. 

Trick-  English!  away,  you  Fop!  ’tis  a kind  of  Lingua  Franca,  as  I 
have  heard  th;  Merchants  call  it  •,  a certain  compound  Language, 
made  up  of  all  Tongues  that  paffes  through  the  Levant. 

Lim.  This  Lingua,  what  you  call  it,  isthemoftrareft  Language,  I 
underftand  it  as  well  as  if  it  were  Engltjh ',  you  (hall  fee  me  anfwer 
him:  Seignioro,  ft  ay  a littlo,  and  conftder  VteUt,  ten  G ammo  ts  mmyo,  a 
very  co?i(iderablo  fummo.  . , r 

Trici  Come,  you  (hail  make  it  twelve,  and  he  fhall  take  it  for 

m^Lhn^ThenTSeignioro,  for  PagftAtio,  addo  two  more:  je  volts  donne  bon 
advife:  pre?iez.vi foment:  vrent^rne amonmot.  . 

Wood.  Jo  lofero  molto:  m per  gagnare  ,t  vejhro  coftumo , datemt 

ha>>Lim.  There, is  both  hanfelle  and  GnimUy  takg,  tako-,  andfoGood- 

Trick,  Good-morrow,  Seignior,  I like  your  Spirits  very  well  •,  pray 

let  me  have  all  your  Eflence  you  can  fpare. 

Lint.  Come,  Pnggio,  and  let  us  retire  in  fccreto,  like  Lovers,  into 
' our  Chambro for  I grow  tmpatiento.—  Bon  Matin,  Mounftenr  bon  Ma. 
tin  of,-  A/im  inter  (Exeunt  Lnnberham,  Trickfy. 

Wood.  Well,  get  thee  gone,  Squire  Limberhamo,  for  the  eafieft  Fool 
I ever  knew,  next  my  flaunt  of  Fairies  in  th zAlchenuft.  I haveefcap  , 
thylrQ  to  my  Miftrefles  Lingua  Franca-.  I’ll  fteal 1 to  my  Chamber,  flu  t 
my  Periwig,  and  Cloaths-,  and  then,  with  the  help  of  refty  Gervafe, 
concert  the  bufinefs  of  the  next  Campaign.  My  Father  fticks  in  my 
Stomach  ftill but  I am  refolv’d  to  be  Woodall  with  him,  and  Aide 
with  the  Women.  (Exit. 


ACT.  II.  SCENE  I; 


Enter  Woodall,  Qervafe. 

Wood.  T'TItberto,  fweet  Gervafe , we  have  carri’d  matters  fwim- 
£1  mingly : I have  danc’d  in  a Net  before  my  Father,  al- 
jaoft;  Check  mated  the  Keeper,  retir’d  to  my  Chamber  uadifeover  d. 
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fhifted  myilabit,  and  am  come  cut  an  abfolute  Momfour  to  allure 
the  Ladies.  How  fits  my  Chedreax  ? 

Ger.  O very  finely  / with  tfte  Locks  comb’d  down,  like  a Man r- 
maids y on  a Sign-poft.  Well,  you  think  now  your  Father  may  live  in 
the  fame  houfe  with  you  till  Dooms-dayy  and  never  find  you } or 
when  he  has  found  you,  he  will  be  kind  enough  not  to  confider  what 
a Property  you  have  made  of  him.  My  Employment  is  at  an  end  *, 
you  have  got  a better  Pimp,  thanks  to  your  Filial  Reverence. 

Wood.  Prythee  what  fhou’d  a man  do  with  fuch  a Father,  but  ufe 
him  thus?  Befides,  he  does  Journey-work  under  me  • ’tis  his  humour 
to  fumble,  and  my  duty  to  provide  for  his  old  age. 

Ger.  Take  my  advice  yet  *,  down  o’ your  Marrow-bones,  and  ask 
forgivenefs-,  Efpoufe  the  Wife  he  has  provided  for  you  y lye  by  the 
fide  of  a wholefom  Woman,  arid  procreate  your  own  Progeny  in  the 
fear  of  Heaven. 

Wood . I have  no  vocation  to  it,  Gervafe : A man  of  Senfe  is  not 
made  for  Marriage } ’tis  a Game,  which  none  but  dull  plodding  Fel- 
lows can  play  at  weilj  and  *tis  as  natural  to  them,  as  Crimp  is  to  a 
Dutchman. 

Ger.  Think  on’t  however,  Sir ; Debauchery  is  upon  its  laft  Legs 
in  England .-  witty  men  began  the  Fafhion  y and,  now  the  Fops  are  got 
into’t,  ’tis  time  to  leave  it. 

Enter  A ldo. 

Alda.  Son  Woo  dally  thou  vigorous  young  Rogue , I congratulate 
thy  good  Fortune  *,  thy  Man  has  told  me  the  Adventure  of  the  Ita- 
lian Merchant. 

Wood . Well,  they  are  now  retir’d  together,  like  Rinaldo  and  Ar- 
mida-y  to  private  dalliance  •,  but  we  fhall  find  a time  to  feparate  their 
loves,  atid  ftrike  in  betwixt  ’em.  Daddy  .•  But  1 hear  there’s  another 
Lady  in  th^  houfe,  my  Landladies  fair  Daughter  j how  came  you  to 
leave  her  out  of  your  Catalogue  ? 

Aldo.  She’s  pretty,  I confefs,  but  moft  damnably  honeft ) have  a 
care  of  her,  I warn  you,  for  file’s  prying  and  malicious. 

Wood.  A tang  of  the  Mother  ^ but  I love  to  grafF  on  fuch  a Crab- 
tree *,  ftie  may  bear  good  fruit  another  year. 

Aldo.  No,  no,  avoid  her : I warrant  thee,  young  Alexander,  I will 
provide  thee  more  Worlds  to  conquer. 

Ger.  ( Afide)  My  old  Matter  wou’d  fain  pafs  for  Philip  of  Mace* 
dotty  when  he  is  little  better  than  Sir  Bandar  us  of  Troy. 

Wood.  If  you  get  this  Keeper  out  of  doors.  Father,  and  give  me 
but  an  opportunity 

Aldo.  Truft  my  diligence  *,  I will  fmoak  him  out,  as  they  do  Bees, 
but  1 will  make  him  leave  his  Honey-comb. 

Gen 
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f ACiAA  If  I had  a thoufand  Sons,  none  of  the  Race  of  the 
Gervafes (houM  ever  be  educated  by  thee,  thou  vile  old  Satan. 

Jldo.  Away  Boy,  fix  thy  Arms,  and  whet,  like  the  lulty  German 

Boys,  before  a Charge  : he  (hall  bolt  immediately. 

Hold,aan w«ard fi?ft:°Thou  faid’ft  my  Son  was  fhortly  to 
come  over. 

VFood.  So  he  told  me- 

Aldo.  Thou  art  my  Bofom  Friend. 

Ger  ( AMe ) Of  an  hours  acquaintance. 

Ald„  Before  thou  doftnot  difcover  my  frailties  to  the  young 
Scoundrel.-  ’twere  enough  to  make  the  Boy  my  Matter.  I mutt  keep 

up  the  Dignity  of  old  Age  with  him* 

VVtod.  Keep  but  your  own  counfel , Father  ; for  what  ever  he 

knows,  mutt  come  from  you.  . , 

jilde.  The  truth  otf  t is,  Ifentfor  him  over*  partly  to  have  mar- 
ri'd  him,  and  partly  becaufe  his  villanous  Bills  came  fo  thick  upon 
me,  that  I grew  weary  of  the  charge. 

Ger.  He  fpar’d  for  nothing  ; he  laid  it  on,  Sir,  as  l have  heard. 
Wood.  Peace,  you  lying  Rogue,  believe  me.  Sir,  bating  his  neceua» 
rv  expences  of  Women, which  I know  you  wan’d  not  have  him  want : 
in  all  things  elfe,  he  was  the  belt  manager  of  your  allowance;  and, 

th  c!r&(5^That  fhou’d  not  fay  it. 

Wood.  The  moft  hopeful  young  Gentleman  in  Pans. 

Aldo  Report  fpeaksotherwife.  And  before  George,  1 fhall  read 
him  a Worm-wood  Lefture,  when  I fee  him.  But  hark,  I hear  the 
door  unlock;  the  Lovers  are  coming  out:  I’ll  ftayhcre,  to  wheedle 

him  abroad;  but  you  mutt  vanifh.  , . 

Wood.  Like  Night  and  the  Moon,  mthe  Maids  Tragedy .-  I into 
Myft;  you  into  Day.  L£w.  Wood.  Gerv. 

Enter  Limberham  and  Trickfy. 

Limb.  Nav,  but  dear  fweet  .honey  P»g,  forgive  me  but  this, 
once  : it  may  be  any  man’s  cale,  when  his  defires  are  too  vehe- 
ment. 

Trick,  Let  me  alone;  I care  not. 

Limb.  But  then  thou  wilt  not  love  me.  Tug. 

uildo.  How  now  Son  Limberham ? there’s  no  quarrel  towards,  I 

h°rlU  You  had  belt  tell  now,  and  make  your  felf  redicnlous  / 
Limb.  She’s  in  Paffion.-  Pray  do  you  moderate  this  matter.  Fa: 

th?Wci^Father  Aldo  ’.  I wonder  you  are  not  alham’d  to  call  :him 


PJIN  V 'Aim  BRER. 

fo/  you  maybe  his  Father,  if  the  truth  were  known. 

jildo.  Befor t George y I fmeli  a Rat,  Son  Limberham:  I doubt  I 
doubt  here  has  been  fome  great  omiffionin  Love  affairs. 

Limb . I think  all  the  Stars  in  Heav’n  have  confpired  my  ruin. 
1 11  look  in  my  Almanack-— — — As  I hope  for  mercy  ’tis  crofs  day 
now.  7 


Trick . Hang  your  pitiful  excufes.  ’Tis  well  known  what  offers 
I have  had,  and  what  fortunes  1 might  have  made  with  others 
like  a fool  as  I was , to  throw  away  my  youtlr-and  Beauty  upon 
you.  I could  have  had  a young  handfome  Lord,  that  offer’d  me 
my  Coach  and  fix  ; beffdes  many  a good  Knight  and  Gentleman 
that  wou’d  have  parted  with  their  own  Ladies,  and  have  fetled 
half  they  had  upon  me. 

Limb.  I,  you  faid  fo.  • 

Tricks  I faid  fo,  Sir  / who  am  I ? is  not  my  word  as  good  as 
yours  ? 

Limb.  As  mine,  Gentlewoman  ? tho  I fay  it,  my  word  will  so 
for  thoufands. 

'Trick.  The  more  fhame  for  you,  that  you  have  done  no  more 
for  me:  But  I am  refolv’d  I’ll  not  lofe  my  time  with  you:  I’ll 
part. 

Limb.  Do,  who  cares?  Go  to  Dog  and  Bitch  yardvand  help* 
your  Mother  to  make  Footmens  Shirts. 

Tricky  I defy  youy  Slanderer,  1 defy  you. 

Aldo.  Nay,  dear  Daughter  l 

Limb.  I defy  her  too. 

Alfa.  Nay,  good  Son  / 

Tricky  Let  me  alone:  I’ll  have  him  cudgel’d,  by  my  Footman. 


Enter  Saintly. 

• % f 

Saint.  Blefs  us ! what’s  here  to  do  ? My  Neighbours  wiH  think 
I keep  a Neft  of  unclean  Birds  here. 

Lim.  You  had  belt  preach  now,  and  make  her  houfe  be  thought 
a Baudy-houfe! 

Trick:  No,  no.*  while  you  are  in’t,  you’l  fecure  it  from  that 
fcandal.  Hark  hither,  Mrs.  Saintly.  [Wbi/pers. 

Limb . Do,  tell,  tell,  no  matter  for  that. 

Saint.  Who  wou’d  have  imagin’d  you  had  been  fuch  a kind  of' 
roan,  Mr.  Limberham  \ O Heav’n,  OHeay’n.  [Ex. 

Lim.  So,  Now  you  have  fpit  your  Venom,  and  the  Storm’s 


ver 


Aldo.  (crying.)  That  1 fhou’d  ever  live  to  fee  this  day  1 
Tricky  To  fhowlcan  live  honeft,  infpight  of  all  mankind,  \ I’ll  t 
go  into  a Nunnery,  and  that’s  myirefolntiom 

Lim* 
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limb.  Don’t  hinder  her,  good  Father  Aldo ; I’m  fare  lhe’l  come 
back  from  France,  before  lhe  gets  halfway  o’ re  to  Calais. 

Aldo.  Nay,  but  Son  Limberham,  this  mult  not  be : a word  in 
private.  You’l  never  get  fuch  another  Woman,  for  Love  nor  Mo- 
ney. Do  but  look  upon  her  •,  fhe’sa  Miftrifs  for  an  Emperor. 

Lim.  Let  her  be  a Miftrefs  for  a Pope,  like  a Whore  of  Baby- 
Ion,  as  (he  is. 

Aldo.  Wou’d  I were  worthy  to  be  a young  man,  for  her  fake: 
fhe  (hou’d  eat  Pearl,  if  (he  wou’d  have  ’em. 

Lim.  she  can  digeft’em,  and  Gold  too.  Let  me  tell  you  Fa- 
ther 4ldo,  (he  has  the  Stomach  of  an  Eftrich. 

Aldo-  Daughter  Tricksy,  a word  with  you. 

Trick.  I’ll  hear  nothing : I am  for  a Nunnery. 

Aldo.  1 never  faw  a Woman,  before  you,  but  firft  or  lalt  lhe 
wou’d  be  brought  to  Reafon.  Hark  you  Child,  you’l  fcarcely  find 
fo  kind  a keeper : What  if  he  has  fome  impediment  one  way  ? e- 
very  body  is  not  a Hercules.  You  lhall  have  my  Son  fVoodal,  to 
fupply  his  wants  ; but  as  long  as  he  maintains  you,  be  rul’d  by 
him  that  bears  the  purfe- 

Limb.  Singing . 

1 my  own  Jaylonr  was,  my  only  Toe , 

VVho  did  my  liberty  forego  \ 

J was  a Prisoner,  canfe  I wotPd  be  fo. 

Aldo.  Why,  look  you  now,  Son  Limberham , is  this  a Song  to 
be  fung  at  fuch  a time,  when  I am  labouring  your  reconcilement? 
Come  Daughter  Tricksy , you  muft  be  rul’d  *,  I’ll  be  the  Peace-ma- 


ker. 

Tricky  No,  I’m  juft  going. 

Lim.  The  Devil  take  me,  if  I call  you  back. 

Trick  And  his  Dam  take  me,  if  1 return,  except  you  do. 

Aldo.  So,  now  you’l  part,  for  a meer  Punctilio  . Turn  to  him, 
Daughter;  fpeak  to  her.  Son-  Why  Ihoud  you  be  fo  refractory 
both,  to  bring  my  gray  hairs  with  forrow  to  the  grave . 

Lim.  I’ll  not  be  forfworn,  l fwore  firft.  _ 

Trick  Thou  art  a forfworn  man  however  ^ for  thou  fwor  ft  to 

love  me  eternally. 

Lim . Yes,  I was  fuch  a fool,  tofwear  lo. 

Aldo.  And  will  you  have  that  dreadful  oath  ly  gnawing  on  your 

C°Trick  ] Let  him  be  damn’d  •,  and  fo  farewel  for  ever.  LGoing. 
Lim . Pug! 

Trick . Did  you  call,  Mr.  Limberham. 

[,  Lim.  It  maybe,  I jit  may  be,  ;No. 
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Trick.  Well,  I am  going  to  the  Nunnery : but  to  fliow  I am  ixl 
charity,  Fll  pray  for  you. 

Aldo.  Pray  for  him!  fy,  Daughter,  fy:  is  that  an  anfwer  for  a 
Chriftian? 

Limb . What  did  Png  fay?  will  fhe  pray  for  me  ? Well,  to  fliow 
I am  in  Charity,  fhe  fhali  not  pray  forme.  Come  back,  Pug,  But 
did  I ever  think  thou  coud’ft  have  been  fo  unkind  to  have^  parted 
with  me.*  [ Crie e. 

Aldo.  Look  you,  Daughter,  fee  how  nature  works  in  him  ! 

Limb.  Pll  fettle  two  hundred  a year  upon  thee,  becaufe  thou 
faid’ft  thou  wou’dft  pray  for  me. 

Aldo.  Before  George , Son  LimberhaWy  you’l  fpoil  all,  if  you  un- 
der-bid'fo.  Come,  down  with  your  daft,  man : what,  [how  a bafe 
mind,  when  a fair  Lady’s  in  queftion! 

Lim.  Well,  if  I muft  give  three  hundred. 

Trick^N o,  ’tis  no  matter*,  my  thoughts  are  on  a better  place. 

A/do.  Come,  there’s  no  better  place,  than  little  London . You 
Iha’not  part  for  a Trifle.  What,  Son  Limberham  ? four  hundred 
a year’s  a fquare  fum,  and  you  lhall  give  it. 

Lim.  ’Tis  a round  Sum  indeed*,  1 wifh  a three-corner*d  fum 
wou’d  have  lerv’d  her  turn.  Why  fhou’d  you  be  fo  pervicatious 

now,  Pug}  Pray  take  three  hundred. Nay,  rather  than  part. 

Pug , it  lhall  be  fo.  . IS  he  frowns, 

Aldo.  It  lhall  be  fo,  it  lhall  be  fo  : come,  now  bufs,  and  feal 
the  bargain. 

~ Tricky  ^kijfing  him.)  You  fee  what  a good-natur’d  fool  I am,  Mr. 
Limberhamy  to  come  back  into  a wicked  Worlds  for  love  of  you. 
You’Jfeethe  Writings  drawn,  Father? 

Aldo.  1}  and  pay  the  Lawyer  too.  Why,  this  is  as  it  fliou’d  be  / 

I’ll  be  at  the  charge  of  the  reconciling  Supper (To  her  # fide.) 

Daughter,  my  Son  Vf^oodall  is  waiting  for  you. Come  away. 

Son  Limberhamy  to  the  Temple. 

Lim.  Withall  my  heart,  while  (he’s  in  a good  humor:  it  wou’d 
coft  me  another  hundred,  if  I Ihou’d  flay  till  Pug  were  in  wrath 
again.  Adieu,  fweet  Pug,  [Ex.  Aldo.  Limb.3 

T ricki  That  he  Ihou’d  be  fo  filly  to  imagine  1 wou’d  go  into  a 
Nunnery ! ’tis  likely  j I have  much  Nuns  Flelh  about  me.  But  here 
comes  my  Gentleman. 


Enter  Woodall,  not  feeing  her. 

PVood.  Now  the  Wife’s  return’d,  and  the  Daughter  too,  and  I have 
feen ’em  both,  and  am  more  diftra&ed  than  before  : I wou’d  enjoy 
all,  and  have  not  yet  determin’d  with  which  I Ihou’d  begin,  h'is 
but  a kind  of  Clergy-covetoufnefs  in  me,  to  defire  fo  many*,  if  l 

D Hand 
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ftand  gaping  after  Pluralities,  one  of  ’em  is  in  danger  to  be  made 
a Sinecure. — -(Sees  her.)  O-,  Fortune  has  determin’d  for  me. 
?Tis  juft hsre*  asitisinths  World  7 the  Miftrefs  will  be  lervd  be- 

fore  the  Wife.  . _ , 

Tricky  How  now.  Sir  ? are  you  rehearfing  your  Lingua  tranca  by 
your  felt,  that  you  walk  fo  penfively? 

yy0od.  No  faith.  Madam,  I was  thinking  of  the  fair  Lady,  whe- 
at parting  befpoke  fo  cunningly  of  me  all  my  Efiences- 

Tricky  But  there  are  ocher  Beauttes  in  the  home,  anal  inoua  be 
impatient  of  a Rival:  for  I am  apt  to  be  partial  to  ray  lelf,  and 
think  I deferveto  be  prefer’d  before ’em. 

yy0od.  Your  Beauty  will  allow  of  no  competition  j And  I am 

fure  my  love  cou’d  make  none. 

Trick.  Yes,  you  have  feen  Mrs.  Braiafick.  Ihe  s a Beauty. 

Wood-  You  mean,  1 fuppofe,  the  peaking  Creature,  the  Marry  d 
Woman,  with  a fideling  look,  as  if  one  Cheek  carry  d mo 

by^s than  the  other?  vifible  as  a land  mark. 

S wXlSSfi  the  other  ted-  (oil  like. he  cover- 
ingot  Lambeth  Palace.  r ^ . 

£*  SSXtSZt 

They  are  pillars,  grofs  enough  to  fupport  a larger  bui  d g, 
*‘V3“U IS  gtKfupon  .ong  »ck.  Ihows  like  a 

t0S^ni  think  indeed  1 may  fafely  truft  you  with  fuch  Charms  -,  and 

you  have  pleas’d  me  with  your  ecriptiono^  ^ you  better , but 

voTtna&a !»  gravel? withme.4/4 Spaniard  •,  and  are lofmg  Love,  as, 
LX  Handers f- you  loader,  **  ”he»  the  "f  * 

upon^e  fitft  Summons,  e’reyonhave  laid  a 

ToXn-ow  may  provea  lu  J*' JmXnot-to  truft  to-  morrow  •• 
Lo^mayXupoXr  hands,  or  opportunity  be  wanting  * ’tis  beft 

“ the 

■^fiSfSTE  Gmtpowdet ; that  tvhichfe  quicked,  IS 

c^»!vrteat.»^ 
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Breaft*,  and,  when  you  have  once  had  it,  fall  faft  afleep  in  the  Nudes 
Arms And  with  what  face  Ihou’d  I look  upon  my  Keeper  af- 

ter it? 

Wood . With  the  fame  face  that  all  Miftrefles  look  upon  theirs. 
Come,  come. 

Tnck^  But  my  Reputation  ! 

Wood.  Nay,  that’s  no  Argument,  if  I IhouMbefo  bafe  to  tell } for 
Women  get  good  fortunes  now-a-daies,  by  lcfing  their  Credit,  as  a 
cunning  Citizen  does  by  Breaking. 

Tricky  But  I’m  fo  ihame-fac’d  ' Well,  I’ll  go  in , and  hide  my 
Blulhes.  [Exit, 

Wood • I’ll  not  be  long  after  you  *,  for  I think  I have  hidden  my 
Blulhes  where  1 lhall  never  find  'em. 


Re-enter  Trickly. 

Tricky  As  I live,  Mr.  Limberham , and  Father  si  Ido  y are  juft  returned  *, 

I faw  ’em  entring.  My  Settlement  will  mifcarry,  if  you  are  found 
iiere : what  lhall  we  do  ? 

Wood.  Go  you  into  your  Bed-chamber,  and  leave  me  to  my  Fortune. 

Trick.  That  you  Ihou’dbe  fodull ! their  fufpition  will  be  as  ftrong 
ftill  \ for  what  Ihou’d  you  make  here  ? 

Wood.  The  curfe  on’t  is  too,  I bid  my  Man  tell  the  Family  I was 
gone  abroad  \ fo  that  if  I am  feen,  you  are  infallibly  difcoverd. 

[Noife. 

Trick  Hark,  I hear  ’em ! Here’s  a Cheft  which  I borrow’d  of  # 
Mrs.  Plea/arce-,  get  quickly  into  it,  and  I will  lock  you  up : there’s 
nothing  in’t,  but  Cloaths  of  Limbcrham\  and  a Box  of  Writings. 

Wood.  I lhall  be  fmother’d. 

Tricky  Make  hafte,  for  Heav’nfake*,  they’l  quickly  be  gone,  and 
then 

Wood.  That  Then,  will  make  aman  venture  any  thing. 

[He  goes  in , and  Jhe  locks  the  Cheft . 

Enter  Limberham  and  Aldo.  « 


^ Lim.  Doft  thou  not  wonder,  to  fee  me  come  again  fo  quickly, 

Trick-  No,  I am  prepar’d  for  any  foolilh  freak  of  yours : I knew 
you  wou’d  have  a qualm,  when  you  came  to  fettlement. 

Lim.  Your  fettlement  depends  moft  abfolutely  on  that  Cheft. 
Tricky  Father  jildo,  a word  with  you,  for  Heav’n  fake. 
jildo.  No,  no.  I’ll  notwhifper:  do  not  ftand  in  your  own  light, 
but  produce  the  Keys,  Daughter.# 


LIMBER  HA  M\  Or , 

Lim-  Be  not  mufty,  my  pretty  S.  Peter , but  produce  the  Keys  *,  I 
mult  have  the  Writings  out  that  concern  thy  Settlement. 

Tricky  Now  I fee  you  are  fo  reafonable,  rillhowyoul  daretrulh 
your  honefty ; the  Settlement  (hall  be  defer 'd  till  another  day. 

Aldo.  No  deferring,  in  thefe  cafes,  Daughter. 

Tricky  Bnt  I have  loft  the  Keys. 

him.  That’s  a jeft  1 let  me  feel  in  thy  Pocket,  for  I mult  oblige 
thee. 

Tricky  You fhall feel  no  where.*  I have  felt  already,  and  am  fare 
they  are  loft. 

Ado.  But  feel  again,  the  Lawyer  ftays. 

Tricky  Well,  to  latisfie  yon,  l will  feel.  They  are  not  here.— 

Nor  here  neither.  f She  pulls  out  her  Handkerchief,  and  the  Keyr 

drop  after  it : Limberham  takes  'em  up. 

Lim.  Look  you  now,  Pug!  who’s  in  the  right?  Well,  tnou  art 
born  to  be  a lucky  Pug,  in  fpightof  thy  felf. 

Tricky  (Afide)  0, 1 am  ruin’d/  — One  word,  I befeech  you,  Fa- 
ther Aide- 

A l do.  Notafyllable  : what’s  the  Devil  in  you,  Daughter  ? Open 
Son,  open. 

Trick.  ( Aloud ) Itfhallnctbe  open’d:,  I will  have  my  will,  though 
Ilofemy  Settlement  : Wou’d  I were  within  the  Cheft,  I wou’d  hold 
it  down,  tofpightyou:  1 fay  again,  wou’d  l were  within  the  Cheft, 
I wou’d  hold  it  fo  faft,  you  Ihou’d  not  open  it:  thebeft  on’t  isr 
there’s  good  Inckle  on  the  top  of  the  indide,  if  he  have  the  wit  to 
lay  hold  on’t. 

' Lim.'  {<3oing  to  open  it)  Before  George,  I think  you  have  the  Devil 
in  a String,  Pug  *,  i cannot  ope njt,  for  the  Gutsol  me.  Ht&ius  Do- 
thus!  what’s  here  to  do?  1 believe,  in  my  Confcience,  Pug  can  Con- 
jure : Marry,  God  blefs  us  all  good  Chriftians* 

Aldo.  Pufh  hard,  Son. 

Lim.  1 cannot  pufh  *,  I was  never  good  at  pufhing : when  I pufh,  I 
think  the  Devil  putties  too.  Well,  I muft  let  it  alone,  for  1 am  a 
Fumbler.  Here,  take  the  Keys,  Pug . 

TPlck:  {Afde)  Then  all’s  fafe  again. 


^ - Enter^  Judith  and  Gervafe. 

JhJ.  Madam,  Mrs.  Pleafancehzs  fent  for  the  Cheft  you  borrow’d 
of  her ; fhe  has  preftnt  occasion  for  it *,  and  has  dettr’d  us  to  carry 
it  away.  **  . 

Lim.  Well,  that’s  but  reafcn : if  fhe  muft  have  it,  fhe  muft  have  it. 
Trick-  Tell  her,  it  ihallbe  returnM  fome  time  to  day;  at  prefent 
we  muft  crave  her  pardon,  becaufe  we  have  feme  Writings  in  it, 

which  muft  firft  be  taken  out,  when  we  can  open  it- 

* him* 
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Lim.  Nay,  that’s  but  reafon  too  : then  fhe  muft  not  have  it. 

Ger . Lst  me  come  to’t , I’ll  break  it  open,  and  you  may  take  out 
your  Writings. 

him . That’s  true : ’tis  but  reafonable  it  fhou’d  be  broken  open. 

Tricky  Then  1 may  be  bound  to  make  good  the  lofs.  v 

him.  ’Tis  unreafonable  it  fhou’d  be  broken  open. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  Gervafe  and  I will  carry  it  away ; and  a Smith 
fhall  be  fent  for  to  my  Daughter  PleafancF s Chamber,  to  open  it  with- 
out damage. 

him.  Why,  who  fays  againft  it?  Let  it  be  carri'd  j I’m  all  for 
Reafon, 

Tricky  Hold  *,  I fay  it  fhall  not  fir. 

Aldo . What?  every  one  muft  have  their  own  - Fiat  J aft  it  i a ant 

mat  Mnndus. 

Lint . \,  fiat  Juftitia,  Pug:  fhe  mull  have  her  own*,  for  Jnflitia  is 
Latin  for  Juftice.  fAldo  and  Gervafe  lift  at  it . 

Aldo.  I th:nk  the  Devil’s  in’t. 

Ger.  There’s  omewhat  bounces,  like  him,  in’t.  ’Tis  plaguy  hea- 
vy *,  but  we’ll  take  t’other  heave. 

% Tricky  (Taking  hold  of  the  Cheft)  Then  you  dial!  carry  me  too.  Help, 
murder,  murder.  f A confnPd gahling  among  "'em* 

Enter  Mrs . Saintly. 

Saint . Verily,  I think  all  Hell’s  broke  loofe  among  you.  What,  a 
Schifminmy  Family!  Does  this  become  the  Purity  of  my  Houfe  ? 
What  will  the  ungodly  fay  ? 

him.  No  matter  for  the  ungodly  *,  this  is  all  among  our  felves ; 
for,  look  you,  the  bulinefs  is  this,  Mrs.  Pleafance  has  fent  for  this 
fame  Bufinefs  here,  which  die  lent  to  ?ug\  now  Png  has  dome  private 
Bufmeffes  within  this  Bufinefs,  which  die  wou’d  take  out  firft,  and  the 
Bufinefs  will  not  be  open’d:  and  this  makes  all  the  Bulinefs. 

Saint . Verily,  I am  rais’d  up  for  a Tudgc  amongft  you  *,  and  I fay — 

Trick • I’ll  have  no  Ju dge : it  fhall  not  go. 

Aldo.  Why  Son , why  Daughter , why  Mrs.  Saintly  • are  you  all 
mad  t.  Hear  me,  I am  fober,  1 am  difereet  *,  let  a Smith  be  fent  for 
hither,  lethim  break  open  the  Cheft  *,  let  the  things  cpntained.be  ta- * 
ken  out,  and  the  thing  containing  b'eredor^. 

Lim.  New  hear  me  too,  for  I am  fober  and  diferefet  5 Father  Aldo 
is  an  Oracle;  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Tricky  Well,  to  diow  I am  reafonable, d a®:  content,  Mr.  Gervafe  and 
I will  fetch  an  Inftrument  from  the  next  Smith  *,  in  the  mean  time,  let 
the  Cheft  remain  where  it  now  ftands,  and  let  every  one  depart  the 
Chamber.  4 

Lim.  That  no  violence  be  offer’d  to  the  Perfon  of  the  Cheft,  in 
Png's  abfence.  Aldo * 
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Aldo.  Then  this  matter  is  compos’d. 

Trick*  (Afide)  Now  I (hall  have  leifure  to  inftrud  his  Man,  and  fet 
him  free,  without  difcovery.  Come,  Mi.Cervafc.  [Ex.  all  Saintly. 

Saint.  There  is  a certain  motion  put  into  my  mind,  and  it  is  of 
good  \ I have  Keys  here,  which  a*  precious  Brother,  a devout  Black- 
fmith,  made  me  *,  and  which  will  open  any  Lock  of  the  fame  bore  : 
verily,  it  can  be  no  fin  to  unlock  this  Cheft  therewith,  and  take  from 
thence  the  fpoils  of  the  ungodly.  I will  fatisfie  my  Confcience,  by 
giving  part  thereof  to  the  Hungry,  and  the  Needy ; fometoour  Pa- 
ftor,  .that  he  may  prove  it  lawful  ^ and  fome  I will  fan&ifie  to  my 
own  ufe.  TiShe  unlocks  the  Cheft,  and  Woodall  fiarts  up. 

Wood.  Let  me  imbrace  you,  my  dear  Deliverer ! 

Blefs  us  1 is  it  you,  Mrs.  Saintly  ? [She  ftrieks . 

Saint.  (. Shrieking ) Heav’n,  of  his  mercy  ! Stop  Thief,  ftop  Thief. 

Wood.  What  will  become  of  me  now?  , 

Saint.  According  to  thy  wickednefs,  (hall  it  be  done  unto  thee. 
Havel  difcover’d  thy  back-flidings,  thou  unfaithful  man/  thy  Trea- 
chery to  me  fliall  be  rewarded,  verily  for  1 will  teftifie  againft  thee* 

Wood.  Nay,  (Inceyouare  fo  revengeful,  you  (hall  fuffer  your  part 
of  the  difgrace  *,  if  you  teftifie  againft  me  for  Adultery,  I fliall  te- 
ftifie  againft  you  for  Theft : there's  an  Eighth  for  your  Seventh. 

E Noifc. 

Saint.  Verily,  they  are  approaching : return  to  my  imbraces,  and 
it  fliall  be  forgiven  thee. 

Wood.  Thank  you,  for  your  own  fake:  Hark!  they  are  coming ! 
cry  Thief  again,  and  help  to  fave  all  yet. 

Saint.  Stop  Thief,  ftop  Thief. 

Wood.  Thank  you,  for  your  own  fake  •,  but  I fear ’tis  too  late. 

Enter  Trickfy,  Limberham. 

Trick:  (Entring)  The  Cheft  open,  and  Woodall  difcover’d,  I am 
ruin’d  / * 

Enter  Limb.  Why  all  this  (hrieking,  Mrs.  Saintly  ? 

Wood.  (Rafting  him  down)  Stop  Thief,  ftop  Thief,  ftop  Thief!  cry 
you  mercy,  Gentleman,  if  I have  hurt  you* 

Lim.  (Rifmg)  Tis  a fine  time  to  cry  a man  mercy,  when  you  have 
beaten  his  wind  out  of  his  body. 

Saint.  As  I watched  the  Cheft,  behold  a Vifion  ruihed  out  of  it,  on 
the  fudden  *,  and  I lifted  up  my  voice,  and  (hriek’d. 

Limb.  A Vifion,  Landlady  *,  what,  have  we  Gog  and  Magog  in  our 
Chamber?  ' 

Trick:  A Thief,  I warrant  you,  who  had  gotten  into  the  Cheft. 

Wcod>  Mcft  certainly  a Thief:  for  hearing  my  Landlady  cry  out, 
I flew  from  my  Chamber  jto  her  help,  and  met  him  running  down 

;ftairs  ? 
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{bails  *,  and  then  he  turn’d  back  tt)  the  Balcone , and  lept  into  the 
Street. 

Limb - I thought  indeed  that  fomething  held  down  the  Cheft,  when 
I would  have  open’d  it : — But  my  Writings  are  there  ft  ill*,  that’s 
one  comfort ! - Oh  Seignioro > are  you  here  / 

Wood  Do  you  fpeak  to  me,  Sir  ? 

Saint-  This  is  Mr.  Woodall , your  new  fellow-Lodger. 

Limb - Cry  you  mercy,  Sir*,  Idurft  have  fworn  you  cou’d  have  lpo- 

ken  Lingua  Franca- 1 thought  in  my  Confcience,  Pug>  this  had 

been  thy  Italian  Merchanto. 

Wood-  Sir,  i fee  you  miftake  me  for  fome  other : I fhou’d  be  happy 
to  be  better  known  to  you. 

Lim-  Sir,  1 beg  your  pardon  with  all  my  he  art  o.  Before  George)  I 
was  caught  again  there  / But  you  are  fo  very  like  a paltry  Fellow,  , 
who  came  to  fell  Tug  Eflences  this  morning,  that  one  wou’d  fwear 
thofeEyes,  and  that  Nofe  and  Mouth,  belong’d  to  that  Rafcal. 

Wood . You  muft  pardon  me,  Sk,ifTdon’t  much- relifh  the  clofeof 
your  Complement. 

Tricky  Their  Eyes  are  nothing  like  : (you’ll  have  a quarrel) 

Lim-  Not  very  like,  I confefs. 

Tricky  Their  Nofe  and  Mouth  are  quite  different' 

Lim . As  Pug  fays,  they  are  quite  different  indeed:  but  I durft 
have  fworn  it  had  been  he  •,  and  therefore  once  again,  I demand  your 
pardono - 

Tricky  Come,  let  us  go  down  j-by  this  time  Gervafe  has  brought 
the  Smith  ; and  then  Mrs.  Pleafance  may  have  her'Cheft.  Pieafe^your 
Sir,  to  bear  us  company. 

Wood - At  your  fervice,  Madam.  . 

Lim-  Pray  lead  the  way,  Sir. 

Wood-  ’Tisagainft  my  will.  Sir:  but  I muft  leave  you  in  poffeCloD. 

[Exeunt* 

s 


ACT.  III.  SCENE  I. 

♦ 

Enter  Saintly,  and  Pleafance. 

Pleafance-  T^T  Ever  fear  it.  I’ll 'be  a Spy  upon  his  actions  .*  he  Ihall  • 
JlN  neither  whifper  nor  glote  on  either  of ’em,  but  PH 
ring  him  fuch  a Peal  / 

Saint.  Above  all  things,  have  a care  of  him  your  fetfy  for  furely 
there  is  Witchcraft  betwixt  his  Lips:  he  is  a Wolf  within  the  Sheep- 
fold  ; and  therefore  I will  be  earneft,  that  you  may  not  fall  [Exit. 
Plcaf-  Why  fhou’d  my  Mother  be  fo  inquifitiye  about  this  Lodger  / 

I half  f 
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1 half  fufpeft  Old  Eve  her  felf  has  a mind  to  be  nibling  at  the  Pippin : 
he  makes  Love  to  one  of ’em, lam  confident*,  it  may  be  to  both* 
formethinks  I (hon’d  have  done  fo,  if  l had  been  a Man*,  but  the 
damn’d  Petticoats  have  perverted  me  to  honefty,  and  therefore  I 
have  a grudge  to  him,  for-the  Priviiedge  of  his  Sex.  He  (huns  me 
too,  and  that  vexes  me;  for  though  l wou’ddeny  him,  I fcorn  he 
ihou’d  not  think  me  worth  a civil  queftion. 


Re-enter  Woodall,  with  Trickfy,  Mrs.  Brainfick,  Judith,  and Mu/ick* 

Mrs.  Brain.  Come,  your  works,  your  works  5 they  (hall  have  the 

approbation  of  Mrs.  Pleafance. 

Tricky  No  more  Apologies:  give  Judith  the  words*,  fhefings  at 
fight. 

" Jad . I’ll  try  my  skill. 

A SONG  from  the  ITALIAN. 

BY  a difmal  Cyprefs  lying , 

Damon  cry’d,  all  pale  and  dyings 
Kind  is  Death  that  ends  my  pain. 

But  cruel  She  I lov'd  in  vain. 

The  Mcjfj  Fountains 
Murmur e my  trouble , 

And  hollow  Mountains 
My  groans  redouble : 

Every  Nymph  mourns  me, 

Thus  Vphi  le  1 1 anguifh ; 

She  only  f corns  me, 

Who  caus'd  my  anguijh . 

No  Love  returning  me , but  all  hope  denying  V 
By  a difmal  Cyprefs  lying , 

L:ke  <2  Swan,  fo  fung  he  dying  : 

Kind  is  Death  that  ends  my  pain. 

But  cruel  She  I lov'd  iH  vain. 

Plcaf  By  thefe  languiftiing  Eyes,  and  thofe  Simagres  of  yours,  we 
are  given  to  underftand,  Sir,  you  have  a Miftrefs  in  this  Company : 
Come,  make  a free  difcovery  which  of  ’em  your  Poetry  is  to  Charm '? 
and  put  the  other  out  of  pain. 

T rick^  No  doubt  ’twas  meant  to  Mrs.  Brainfick- 
Mrs.  Brain.  We  Wives  are  defpicable  Creatures : we  know  it,  Ma- 
dam, when  a Miftrefs  is  in  prefence. 

Plcaf  Why  this  Ceremony  betwixt  you?  ’Tis  a likely  proper 

Fellow,  and  looks  as  he  eou’d  People  a new  Ifle  of  Vines. 

-•  Mrs.  Brain. 
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Mrs.  Brain.  ’Twere  a work  of  Charity  to  convert  a fair  young 
Schifmatick,like  you,  if  ’twere  but  to  gain  you  to  a better  Opinion 
of  the  Government. 

Plenfi  If  I am  not  miltaken  in  you  two,  he  has  works  of  Charity 
enough  upon  his  hands  already  but  ’tis  a willing  Soul,  I’ll  warrant 
him,  eager  upon  the  Quarry,  and  as  (harp  as  a Governourof  Govern- 
Garden* 

Wood.  Sure  this  is  not  the  phrafe  of  your  Family : I thought  to 
have  found  a fan&ifrd  Sifter  ^ but  I fufped  now,  Madam,  that  if  your 
Mother  kept  aFenfion  in  your  Father’s  time,  there  might  be  fome 
Gentleman-Lodger  in  thehoufe^  for  I humbly  conceive,  you  are  of 
the  haif-ftrain  at  leaft. 

Pleaf  For  all  the  rudenefs  of  your  Language,  l am  refolv’d  to 
know  upon  what  Voyage  you  are  bound : you  Privateer  of  Love,  yon 
■'^£*fr'sMan-,that  Crufe  up  and  down  for  prize  in  the  Streights  Mouth  ; 
which  of  the  Veilels  wou’d  you  fnap  now  ? 

Tricky  We  are  both  under  fafe  Convoy,  Madam : a Lover,  and  a 
Husband.  . 

Pleaf.  Nay,  for  your  part,  you  are  notably  guarded,  I confefs  'i  but 
Keepers  have  their  Rooks,  as  well  as  Gamefters : But  they  only  ven- 
ture under  ’em,  till  they  pick  up  a Sum,  and  then  pufh  for  them- 
felves.  * 

Wood.  ( Afide ) A Plague  of  her  fufpitions ; they’l  ruine  me  on 
that  fide. 

Pleaf.  So  5 let  but  little  Minx  go  proud,  and  the  Dogs  in  Covent - 
Garden  have  her  in  the  wind  immediately  : allpurfue  theScent. 

Trick.  Not  to  a Boarding-houfe,  I hope  / 

Pleaf.  If  they  were  wife,  they  wou’d  rather  go  to  aBrothel-houfe  *7 
for  there  moft  Miftrefles  have  left  behind ’em  their  Maiden-heads,  of 
blefled  memory : and  thofe  which  wou’d  not  go  offin  that  Market, 
are  earn’d  about  by  Bauds^and  fold  at  doors,  like  ftale  Flefh  in 
Baskets.  Then,  for  your  honefty,  or  juftnefs,  as  you  call  it,  to  your 
Keepers,  your  kept  Miftrefs  is  originally  a Punk*,  and  let  the  Cat  be 
chang’d  into  a Lady  never  fo  formally,  fhe  ftill  retains  her  natural 
property  of  Moufing. 

Mrs.  Brain.  You  are  very fharp  upon  the  MiftrefTes  •,  but  I hope 
you’l  fpare  the  Wives. 

Pleaf  Yes,  as  much  as  your  Husbands  do,,  after  the  firft  Month  of 
Marriage*,  but  you  requite  their  negligence  in  Houfhold-duties,  by 
making  them  Husbands  of  the  firft  Head,  e’re  the  year  be  over. 

Wood.  (Afide)  She  has  me  there  too/ 

Pleaf  And,  as  for  you,  young  Gallant, 

Wood.  Hold,  I befeech  you,  a Truce  for  me. 

Pleaf  In  troth  I pity  you,  for  you  have  undertaken  a moft  difficffi 
Task,  to  cozen  two  Women,  who  are  no  Babies  in  their  Art , if  you 
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l)ring  it  about , you  perform  as  much  as  he  that  cheated  the  very 
Lottery. 

Wood . Ladies, I am  forry  this  fhou’d  happen  to  you  for  my  fake : (he’s 
in  a raging  Fit,  you  fee , ’tis  belt  withdrawing,  till  the  Spirit  of  Pro- 
phecy has  left  her. 

Trick,  I’h  take  Ihelter  in  my  Chamber, whither,  I hope,  he’it 

have  the  grace  to  follow  me.  [Afide. 

Mrs.  Brain.  And,  now  I think  on't,  I have  fome  Letters  to  difpatch. 

[Ex.  Trick,  and  Mrs.  Brain  fever  ally. 
Pleaf  Now,  good  John  among  the  Maids,  how  mean  you  to  beftow 
your  time?  Away,  to  your  Study  I advife  you,  invoke  your  Mufes, 
and  make  Madrigals  upon  abfence- 

Wood . I wou’d  go  to  China , or  Japan,  to  be  rid  of  that  impetuous 
Clack  of  yours:  Farewel,  thou  Legion  of  Tongues  in  one  Woman. 
Pleaf.  Will  you  not  ftay,  Sir  f it  may  be  I have  a little5  bufinefs 

with  you.  _ f _ , 

Wood.  Yes,  thefecondpartof  the  fame  Tune!  Strike  by  your  felf, 
fweet  Larm  •,  you’re  true  Bell  mettal,  I warrant  you.  [Exit. 

Pleaf.  This  fpightfulnefs  of  mine  will  be  my  ruine : To  rail  them  off, 
was  well  enough*,  but  to  talk  him  away  too!  O Tongue,  Tongue  / 
thou  wert  given  for  a Curfe  to  all  our  Sex  i 

Enter  Judith. 

Jud.  Madam,  your  Mother  wou’d  fpeak  with  you. 

Pleaf  1 will  not  come:  I’m  mad  1 think:  I come  immediately. 
Well,  Fll  go  in,  and  vent  my  paffion,  by  railing  at  them,  and  him 
too.  ' [Exit. 

Jnd.  You  may  enter  in  fafety,  Sir,  the  Enemy’s  march’d  off. 


Re-enter  Woodall. 

Wood.  Nothing,  but  the  love  I bear  thy  Miftrefs,  cou’d  keep  me  in 
the  houfe  with  fuch  a Fury.  V Vhen  will  the  bright  Nymph  appear  f 
Jnd.  Immediately:  I hear  her  coming. 

Wood.  That  1 cou’d  find  her  coming,  Mrs.  Judith  l 


Enter  Mrs.  Brainfick. 

You  have  made  me  languifh  in  expectation.  Madam.  Was  it  nothing, 
do  you  think,  to  be  fo  near  a happinefs,  with  violent  defires,  and  to 
be  delay’d? 

Mrs  .Brain.  Is  it  nothing,  do  you  think,  for  a Woman  of  Honour, 
to  overcome  thetyesof  Vertue  and  Reputation } to  do  that  for  you, 
which  I thought  I Ihou’d  never  have  ventur’d  for  the  fake  of  any 
man  ? Wood. 
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Wood.  But,  my  comfort  is,  that  Love  has  overcom.  Your  Ho- 
nour is,  in  other  words,  but  your  good  Repute  •,  and  ’cistny  part  to 
take  care  of  that : for  the  Fountain  of  a Womans  Honour  is  in  the 
Lover,  as  that  of  the  Subjed  is  in  the  King. 

Mrs.  Brain-  You  had  concluded  well,  if  you  had  been  my  Mili- 
band : you  know  where  our  fubjedion  lies. 

Wood.  But  cannot  I be  yours,  without  a Fried:  ? They  were  cunning 
people,  doubtlefs,  who  began  that  Trade  •,  to  have  a double  Hank 
upon  us,  for  two  Worlds:  that  no  pleafure  here,  or  hereafter 
• Ihou’d  be  had,  without  a Bribe  to  them. 

Mrs-  Brain-  Well,  l’mrefolv’d,  I’ll  read,  againlt  the  next  time  I 
fee  you  y for,  the  truth  is,  lam  not  very  well  prepar’d  with  Argu- 
ments for  Marriage  •,  mean  while,  farewell. 

Wood.  1 hand  eorrcded  ; you  have  reafon  indeed  to  go,  if  I can 
ufe  my  time  no  better : W e’il  withdraw,  if  you  pleafe,  and  difpute  the 
reft  within. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Perhaps , 1 meant  not  fo. 

Wood.  1 underftand  your  meaning  at  your  Eyes.  You’ll  watch, 
Judith  ? 

Mrs.  Brain.  Nay,  if  that  were  all,  I expect  not  my  Husband  till  to 
morrow : The  Truth  is,  he’s  fo  odly  humour’d,  that,  il  I were 
ill-inclin’d,  it  wou’d  half  juftifie  a Woman:  He’s  fuch  a kind  of 

^Wood.  Or,  if  he  be  not,  we’ll  make  him  fuch  a kind  of  Man. 

6 Mrs.  Brain.  So  Fantaftical,  fo  Mufical,  his  talk  all  Rapture,  and 
half  Nonfence.-  Like  a Clock  out  of  order,  fet  him  a going,  and 
heftrikes  eternally.  Beffdes,  he  thinks  me  fuch  a Fool,  that  Icou’d 
half  refolveto  revenge  my  felf,  in  jollification  of  my  Wit. 

Wood.  Come,  come,  no  half  refolutions  among  Lovers;  I’ll  hear  no 
more  of  him,  till  1 have  reveng’d  you  fully.  Go  out,  and  watch,  Ju- 
dith. LExit-  Judith. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Yet,  Icou’d  fay,  in  my  defence,  that  my  Friends  mar- 
ryed  me  to  him  againft  my  .will. 

Wood.  Then  let  us  put  your  Friends  too,  into  the  Quarrel:  itlhall 
go  hard,  but  I’ll  give  you  a Revenge  for  them. 

Enter  Judith  again,  hafiily. 

How  now  ? what’s  the  matter? 

Mrs.  Brain.  Can’ll  thou  not  fpeak  t haft  thou  feen  a Ghoft  ? 

As  I live,  lhe  figns  Homs .'  that  muft  be  for  my  Husband  .•  He’s  re- 
turn’d. [Judith  looks  ghaftly,  and  figns  Horns. 

Jud.  I wou’d  have  told  youfo,  if  I cou’d  have  fpoken  for  fear. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Hark, a knocking ! whatlhall  we  do?  [Knocking.] 
There’s  no  dallying  in  this  cafe:  here  you  muft  not  be  found,  that’s 
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certain'1,  but  Judith  hath  a Chamber  within  mine*,  hafte  quickly  thi- 
ther ^ I’ilfecure  the  reft. 

Jud.  Follow  me,  Sir.  \JEx.  Woodall,  Judith. 

Knocking  again.  She  opens : Enter  Brain frck. 

Brain.  What’s  the  matter,  Gentlewoman  ? am  I excluded  from  my 
own  Fortrefs^  and  by  the  way  of  Barricado?'  Ami  to  dance  Atten- 
dance at  the  Door,  as  if  l were  fome  bafe  Plebeian  Groom?  I’ll 
have  you  know,  that  when  myFoot  affaults,  the  Lightning  and  the  * 
Thunder  are  not  fo  terrible  as  theftrokes:  Brafen  Gates  fhall  tremble, 
and  Bolts  of  Adamant  difmount  from  off  their  Hinges,  to  admit  me. 

Mrs  .Brain.  Who  wou’d  have  thought  that  ’none  Dear  wou’d  have 
comefofoon  ?'  I was  e’en  lying  down  on  my  Bed,  and  dreaming  of 
him : Turn  a*  me,  and  bufs,  poor  Dear,  piddee  bufs. 

Brain.  I naufeat  thefe  foolifh  Feats  of  Love. 

Mrs.  Brain. . Nay,  but  why  fhou’d  he  be  fo  fretful  now  ? and  knows 
I ddatonhirrr}  to  leave  a poor  Dearfo  long  without  him,  and  then 
come  home  in  an  angry  humour ! indeed  I’ll  ky. 

Brain.  Prythee.  leave  thy  fuifora  fondnefs  *,  I have  forfeited  on 
Conjugal  Embraces. 

Mrs.  Brain.  I thought  fo  ; feme  light  Hufwife  has  bewitch’d  him 
from  me : 1 was  a little  Fool,  fo  1 was,  to  leave  a Dear  behind  at 
Barnet , when  1 knew  the  Women  wou’d  run  mad  for  him. 

Brain . I have  a lufeious  Air  forming,  like  a Pallas,  in  my  Brain-pan ; . 
and  now  thoucom’ft  a-crofs  my  fancy,  to  difturb  the  rich  Idea’s, 
with  the  yellow  Jaundres  of  thy  Jealoufie.  ~ (Noife  within.) 
Hark,  what  noife  is  that  within,  about  Judith's  Bed  ? 

Mrs  .Brain.  I believe,  Dear,  fhe’s  making  it. Wou’d  the  Fool 

wou  d go. 

Brain.  Hark,  again/ 

Mrs.  Brain.  (A fide.)  Ihaveadifmal  apprehenfion  in  my  head,  that 
he’s  giving  my  Maid  acaft  of  his  Office^  in  my  ftead.  O,  how  it 
flings  me/  * (' Woodall  fneez.es.) 

Brain,  i’il  enter,  and  find  the  reafon  of  this  Tumult. 

Mrs-  Brain,  (holding  him.)  Not  for  the  World:  there  maybe  a 
Thief  there  *,  and  fhou’d  I put  ’none  Dear  in  danger  of  his  life  ?— 
Whatfhalil  do  I betwixt  the  jealoufie  o f my  Love,  and  fear  of  this 
Fool,  I am  diffracted  *.  Imuft  not  venture  ’em  together,  what  e’re 
comes  on’t.  Why,  Judith , 1 fay  ! Come  forth,  Damfel. 

Wood,  (within.)  The  danger’s  over  : I may  come  outfafely. 

Jud.  (within.)  Are  you  mad  f youfha’not. 

Mrs.  Brain,  (a fide.)  So,  now  I’m  ruin’d  unavoidably. 

Brain . Who-e’re-  thou  art,  I have  pronounc’d  thy  Doom  ; the 
dreadful  Brainfick^  bares  his  brawny  Arm  in  tearing  terrour  •,  kneeling 
ftueens  in  vain  fliou’d  beg  thy  being.— — Sa5fa,  there^  Mrs. . 
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Mrs  .Brain,  (afide.)  Tho  I believe  he  dares  not  venture  in  , yeti 
muft  not  put  it  to  the  Tryal.  Why  Judith,  come  out,  come  out, 
Hufwife. 

Enter  Judith,  trembling. 

What  Villain  have  you  hid  within  ? 

Jud  OLord,  Madanvwhat  (hall  I fay  ? 

Mrs  .Brain.  How  (hou’d  I know  what  you  (hou’d  fay?  Mr  .Brain* 
ftck  has  hea^d  a Mail’s  Voice  within*,  if  you  know  what  he  makes 
there,  confefs  the  truth  *,  I am  almoft  dead  with  fear,  and  he  (lands 

(hakeing. 

Bruin.  Terrour,  I ! ’tis  indignation  (hakes  me.  With  this  Sabre 
I’ll  (lice  him  (mall  as  Atoms  ^ he  (hall  be  doom’d  by  the  Judge,  and 
damn’d  upon  the  Gibbet. 

Jud.  ( kneeling ,)  My  Matter’s  fo  out-ragious,  fweet  Madam,  do 
you  intercede  for  me,  and  I’ll  tell  you  all  in  private.  ( Whifpers .) 
If  1 fay  it  is  a Thief,  he’ll  call  up  help  *7  I know  not  what  o’th’  fudden 
to  invent. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Let  me  alone And  is  this  all  ? why  wou’d  you 

not  confefs  it  before,  Judith  ? when  you  know  I am  an  indulgent  Mi* 
ftrefs  ( Laughs.) 

Brain.  What  has  (he  confefs ’d  ? 

Mrs.  Brain.  A venial  Love-Trefpafs,  Dear:  ’Tisa  Sweet-heart  of 
hers  one  that  is  to  marry  her  *,  and  (he  was  unwilling  1 (hou’d  know 
it,  fo  (he  hid  him  in  her  Chamber. 

Enter  A ldo. 

Aldo.  What’s  the  matter  tro  ? what  in  Martial  pofture,  Son  Brain  ~ 

fick,? 

Jud.  Pray,  Father  Aldo,  do  you  beg  my  pardon  of  my  Matter.:  I 
have  committed  a Fault ; I have  hidden  a Gentleman  in  my  Chamber, 
who  is  to  marry  me  without  his  Friends  confent,  and  therefore  ^me 
in  private  to  me. 

Aldo.  That  thou  (hou’dft  think  to  keep  thisfecret!  why,  I know  it 
as  well  as  he  that  made  thee. 

Mrs  Brain,  {afide.)  Heav’n  be  prais’d,  for  this  Knower  of  all  \ 
things : Now  will  he  lye  three  or  four  rapping  Voluutiers,  rather 
than  be  thought  ignorant  in  any  thing. 

Brain . Do  you  know  his  Friends,  Father  Aldo  ? 

Aldo.  Know ’em  / I think  ldo.  His  Mother  was  an  Arch-Dea- 
con’s Daughter  7 as  honeft  a Woman  as  ever  broke  Bread : She  and  1 
have  been  Cater-Coufiniin  our  Youths . we  have  tumbled  together  be- 
tween a pair  of  Sheets,  i’faith.  - 

. Brain*- 
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Brain.  An  honeft  woman,  and  yet  you  two  have  tumbled  together  ' 
thofe  are  inconfiftent. 

Aldo.  No  matter  for  that. 

Mrs.  Brain.  He  blunders  *,  I muft  help  him.  I warrant  ’twas  be- 
fore Marriage,  that  you  were  fo  great. 

Aldo.  Before  George^  and  fo  it  was:  for  Hie  had  the  prettieft  black 
Mole  upon  her  left  Ancle , it  does  me  good  to  think  on’t  / His  Fa- 
ther was.  Squire  what  d’you  call  him,  of  what  d’you  call’era  Shire. 
What  think  you,  little  Judith  ? do  I know  him  now  ? 

Jud.  I fuppofe  you  may  be  miftaken : my  Servant’sifather  is  a 
Knight  of  Hamfoirt. 

Aldo.  I meant  of  Hamjhire <,  But  that  I fhou’d  forget  he  was  a 
Knight,  when  I got  him  Knighted  at  the  King’s  coming  in!  Two  fat 
Bucks,  I am  fure,  he  fent  me. 

Brain.  And  what’s  his  Name  ? 

Aldo.  Nay,  for  that,  you  muft  excufe  me : I muft  not  difclofe  little 
Judith's  fecrets. 

Mrs.  Brain.  All  this  while  the  poor  Gentleman  is  left  in  pain.*  we 
muft  let  him  out  in  fecret ; for  I believe  the  young  Fellow  is  fo  bafh- 
ful,  he  wou’d  not  willingly  be  feen. 

Jud.  The  beft  way  will  be,  for  Father  Aldo  to  lend  me  the  Key  of 
his  Door,which  opens  into  my  Chamber ; and  fo  I can  convey  him  out. 

Aldo.  (Giving  her  a Key)  -Do  fo,  Daughter.  Not  a word  of  my  fa- 
miliarity with  his.  Mother,  to  prevent  bfood-fhed  betwixt  us : but  I 
have  her  Name  down  in  my  Almanacks  1 warrant  her. 

Jud.  What,  kifs  and  tell,  Father  Aldo  *?  kifs  and  tell ! 

Mrs.  Brain.  I’ll  go  and  pafs  an  hour  with  Mrs.  Tricksy. 

Enter  Limberham. 

Brain . What,  the  lufty  Lover  Limberham ! 

■ Enter  Woodall  at  another  door. 

Aldo.  O here’s  a Mowfieur,  new  come  over,  and  a Fellow-lodger  • 

I muft  endear  you  two  to  one  another.  & ’ 

Brain.  Sir,  ’tis  my  extream  ambition  to  be  better  known  to  you^.* 
you  come  out  of  the  Country  I adore.  And  how  does  the  dear  Bat 1 
tip.  Ilong  for  fomeof  his  new  Compolicions  in  the  iaft  Opera.  A 
prope  l I have  had  the  moft  happy  invention  this  morning,  and  a Tune 
trouling  in  my  head}  I rife  immediately  in  my  Night-Gown  and 
Slippers,  down  I put  the  Notes  flap  dafh,  made  words  to  ’em  like 
Lightning  : and  l warrant  you  have  ’em  at  the  Circle  in  the  Evening. 

Wood.  All  were  compleat.  Sir,  if  S.  Andre  wou’d  make  fteps  to  ’em. 

Nay,  thanks  to  my  Genius,  that  care’s  over  : you  fhall  fee, 

you  fliall  fee.  ButfirfttheAir (Sings.')  Is’t  not  very  fine?  Ha 
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Lim.  The  clofe  of  it  is  the  moft  ravilhing  I ever  heard  / 

Brain.  ! dwell  not  on  your  Commendations-  What  fay  you.  Sir  ? 
(To  Wood  ) Is’t  not  admirable  .?  Do  you  enter  into’t  ? 

Wood.  Moft  delicate  Cadence ! 

Brain.  Gad,  1 think  fo,  without  vanity.  Battift  and  1 have  but  one 
Soul.  But  the  clofe,  the  clofe/'  (Sings  it  thrice  over.)  I have  words 
too  upon  the  Air  i but  I am  naturally  lb  balhful  / 

Wood.  Will  you  oblige  me.  Sir? 

Brain . You  might  command  me,  Sir  ^ for  lung  too  en  Cavalier*. 

Lint  But  you  wou’d  be  intreated,  and  fay,  Nolo,  nolo , noloy  three 
times  like  any  Bifhop,  when  your  mouth  waters  at  the  Diocefs. 

Brain.  1 have  no  voice  •,  but,  fince  this  Gentleman  commands  me, 
let  the  words  commend  themfelves.  {Sings. 

My  Phillis  is  Charming 

Lim.  But  why,  of  all  Names,  wou’d  you  chufe  a Philhs?  There 
have  been  fo  many  Phillis's  in  Songs,  I thought  there  had  not  been  a- 
nother  left,  for  Love  or  Money. 

Brain.  If  a man  fhou’d  liftentoa  Fop  / (Sings.) 

My  Phillis , 

Aldo.  Before  George , I am  on  t’other  fide*  I think,  as  good  no 

Song,  as  no  Phillis. 

Brain.  Yet  again ! — My  Phillis — -(Sings.) 

Lim.  Pray,  for  my  fake,  let  it  be  your  Cions. 

Brain.  (Looking  fiornf ally  at  him.)  My  Phillis (Sings.) 

Lim.  You  had  as  good  call  her  your  Succuba. 

Brain.  Morbleau  ! will  you  not  give  me  leave?  I am  fullot  Phtlhs. 

(Sings.)  My  Phillis 

Lim.  Nay,  Iconfefs,  Phillis  is  a very  pretty  name. 

Brain.  Diable ! Now  I will  not  fing,  to  fpight  you.  By  the  World, 
youarenot  worthy  of  it,  Well,lhave  a Gentleman’s  Fortune,  1 have 
courage,  and  make  no  inconfiderable  Figure  in  the  World  .yet  I 
wou’d  quit  my  pretenfions  to  allthefe,  rather  than  not  be  Author  of 
this  Sonnet,  which  your  rudenefs  has  irrevocably  lolt. 

Lim.  Some  foolifh  French  qaelqae  chofe,.  I warrant  you. 

Brain.  Quelque  chofe  1 O ignorance , in  fupreme  perfection  . he 

m<S.a Why”l\ek  fan*  let  it  be  then.'  And  a kk  foots  for  your 

S°iW  I give  to  the  Devil  fuch  a Judge:  well,  were  I to  be  born  a- 
eain,  1 wou’d  as  foon  be  the  Elephant,  as  a Wit  •,  he  s lefs  a Monfter 
in  this  Age  of  malice.  I cou’d  burn  my  Sonnet,  out  of  rage. 

Lim.  You  may  ufe  your  pleafure  with  your  own. 

Wood.  His  Friends  wou’d  not  fuffer  him ; Virgtl  was  not  permitted 
to  hum  his  tASneide* 
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Brain.  Dear  Sir,  I’ll  not  die  ingrateful  for  your  approbation  : 
( Afide  to  Woodall ) You  fee  this  Fellow  ? he’s  an  Afs  already  ^ he  has 
a handfome  Miftrefs,  and  you  (hall  make  an  Oxe  of  him,  e’re  long. 

Wood.  Say  no  more,  it  (hall  be  done. 

Lim.  Hark  you,  Mr.  Woodall  j this  fool  Brainfick^  grows  infupport- 
table  •*  he’s  a publick  Nufance  * but  I fcorn  to  fet  my  wit  againft  him  • 
he  has  a pretty  Wife  : I fay  no  more,  but  if  you  do  not  graff  him— 

Wood.  A word  to  the  wife : I fhall  confider  him,  for  your  fake. 

Lim.  Pray  do,  Sir:  confider  him  much. 

Wood . Much  is  the  word-- — This  fewd  makes  well  for  me.  [Afide. 

Brain  to  Wood.  I’ll  give  you  the  opportunity,  and  rid  you  of  him — 
Come  away,  little  Limber  ham  ^ you,  and  I,  and  Father  A/do,  will  take 
a turn  together  in  the  Square. 

Aldo.  We’ll  follow  you.  immediately. 

Lim.  Yes,  we’ll  come  after  you*  Bully  Brainfick}  but  I hope  you 
will  not  draw  upon  us  there. 

Brain.  If  you  fear  that,  Bilbo  (hall  be  left  behind. 

Lim.  Nay,  nay,  leave  but  your  Madrigal  behind  : draw  not  that  up- 
on us,  and  ’tis  no  matter  for  your  Sword.  [Exit  Brainfick. 

Enter  Trickfy,  and  Mrs.  Brainfick,  with  a Note  for  each. 

Wood.  (Afde)  Both  together ! either  of  ’em  apart,  had  been  my 
bufinefs : but  I (hall  ne‘re  play  well  at  this  Three-hand  Game. 

Lim.  O,  Vug,  how  have  you  been  pa(fmg  of  your  time  ? 

Trick : I have  been  looking  over  the  laft  Prefen t of  Orange  Gloves 

you  made  me  *,  and  methinks  I do  not  like  the  fcent — O Lord, 

Mr.  Woodall , did  you  bring  thofe  you  wear  from  Paris  ? 

Wood . Mine  are  Roman,  Madam. 

Tricky  The  fcent  l love,  of  all  the  World.  Pray  let  me  fee 'em. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Nay*  not  both,  good  Mrs.  Tricksy  *,  for  1 love  that 
fcent  as  well  as  you. 

Wood.  (Pulling 'em  off,  and  giving  each  one')  1 (hall  find  two  dozen 
more  of  Womens  Gloves  among  my  Trifles,  if  you  pieafeto  accept 
*em  Ladies. 

Tricky  Look  to'f,  we  (hall  expert ’em. Now  to  put  in  my  Bil- 

let dottx  ! 

Mrs.  Brain.  So,  now  1 have  the  opportunity  to  thruft  in  my  Note. 

Tricky  Here,  Sir,  take  your  Glove  again*,  the  Perfume’s  too  ftrong 
for  me. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Pray  take  the  other  to’ty  though  I (hou’d  have  kept 
it  for  a Pawn. 

[Mrs.  Brainfick’^  Note  falls  out,  him. -takes  it  up. 

. Lim.  What  have  we  here  / For  Mr.  Woodall. 

Both  Women.  Hold,  hold,  Mr . Limberham.  E They  fnatch.it. 

Aide. 
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Aldo.  Before  George)  Son  Limberham)  you  fljall  read  it» 

Wood.  By  your  favour,  Sir,  but  he  muft  not. 

Tricky  He’ll  know  my  hand,  and  I am  ruin’d ! 

Mrs  .Brain.  Oh,  my  misfortune ! Mr.  Woodall,  will  you  fuller  your 
fecrets  to  bedifcover’d  ? 

Wood.  It  belongs  to  one  of  'em,  that’s  certain. — Mr.  Limberham}  I 
mult  defire  you  to  reftore  this  Letter  • ’tis  from  my  Miftrefs. 

Tricky  The  Devil’s  in  him  } will  he  confe fs  / . 

Wood.  This  Paper  was  fent  me  from  her  this  morning  •,  and  I was 
fo  fond  of  it,  that  I left  it  in  my  Glove:  if  one  of  the  Ladies  had 
found  it  there,  I fhou’d  have  been  laugh’d  at  molt  unmercifully. 

Mrs.  Brain.  That’s  well  come  off! 

Lint . My  heart  was  at  my  mouth,  for  fear  it  had  been  Fh£s 

( Afide ) There  ’tis  again. Hold  , hold  ^ pray  let  me  fee’t  once 

more  : A Miftrefs,  faid  you? 

jildo.  Yes,  a Miftrefs,  Sir.  I’ll  be  his  Voucher  ; he  has  a Miftrefs, 
and  a fair  one  too. 

Lim.  Do  you  know  it,  Father  Aldo  ? 

Aldo.  Know  it/  I know  the  match  is  as  good  as  made  already.-  Old 
Woodall  and  I,  are  all  one.  You,  Son,  were  fent  for  over  onpurpofe*, 
the  Articles  for  her  Joynture  are  all  concluded,  and  a Friend  of  mine 
drew  ’em. 

Lim.  Nay,  if  Father  Aldo  knows  it,  I am  fatisfi’d. 

Aldo.  But  how  came  you  by  this  Letter,  So n Woodall?  let  me  exa- 
mine you. 

Wood.  Came  by  it ! (Pox,  he  has  nonplus' d me  ! ) How  do  you  fay 
I came  by  it,  Father  Aldo  ? 

Aldo.  Why,  there’s  it,  now.  This  morning  I met  your  Miftreftes 
Father,  Mr.  you  know  who — - 

Wood.  Mr.  Who,  Sir. ? 

Aldo.  Nay,  you  fhall  excufe  me  for  that;  but  we  are  intimate  : his 
Name  begins  with  fome  Vowel  or  Confonant,  no  matter  which ; well, 
her  Father  gave  me  this  very  Numerical  Letter,  fnperfcrib’d , For 
Mr. Woodall. 

Lim . Before  George,  and  fo  it  is. 

Aldo.  Carry  me  this  Letter,  quoth  he,  to  your  Son  Woodall ; ’tis 
from  my  Daughter  fuch  a one,  and  then  whifper’d  me  her  Name. 

Wood.,  Lbt  me  fee  v I’ll  read  it  once  agai-n- 

Lim.  What,  are  you  not  acquainted  with  the  Contents  of  it  ? 

Wood.  O,  your  true  Lover  will  read  you  over  a Letter,  from  his 
Miftrefs,  a thoufand  times. 

Tricky  I,  two  thoufand,  If  he  be  in  the  humour* 

Wood . Two  thoufand  / then  it  muft  he  hers*  (Reads  to  hi mfelfi) 
Away,  to  your  Chamber  immediately,  and  I’ll  give  my  Fool  the  flip— 
('The  Fool ! that  may  be  either  the  Keeper,  or  the  Husband  ; but 

F common-. 
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commonly  the  Keeper  is  the  greater.  Humh  / without  Subfcription /’ 
it  muft  be  T rickjy .)  Father  >4/^,  prithee  rid  me  of  this  Coxcomb. 

>4/^?.  Come,  Son  Limberham , we  let  our  Friend  Brainfick  walk  too 
long  alone  : fhall  we  follow  him  ? We  muft  make  hafte  for  I expect 
a whole  Beavy  of  Whores,  a Chamber-full  of  Temptation  this  After- 
noon: ’tismyday  of  Audience. 

Lin u Mr.  Woodall , we  leave  you  here,  you  remember  ? 

C Exeunt  Limber.  Aldo. 
Wood . Let  me  alone.  Ladies,  your  Servant ; I have  a little  private 
bufinefs  with  a Friend  of  mine* 

Mrs.  Brain . Meaning  me. Well,  Sir,  your  Servant. 

Trick-  Your  Servant,  till  we  meet  again.  [Exeunt  [ever ally. 

SCENE  II. 


Mr.  WoodalRf  Chamber. 

Mrs.  Brainfick  alone . 

Mrs.  Brain.  My  Note  has  taken,  as  I wifh’d : he  will  be  here  im- 
mediately. If  1 cou’dbut  refolveto  lofe  no  time,  out  of  modefty* 
but ’tis  his  part  to  be  violent,  for  both  our  Credits.  Never  fo  little 
force  and  ruffling,  and  a poor  weak  Woman  is  excus’d.  (Noifc.') 

Hark,  I hear  him  coming. Ah  me ! the  fteps  beat  double : he 

comes  not  alone  : If  it  fhou’d  be  my  Husband  with  him  l where  (hall 
I hide  my  felf  ? I fee  no  other  place,  but  under  his  Bed : I muft  lie  as . 
fileiitly,  as  my  fear  will  fuffer  me.  Heav’n  fend  me  fafe  again  to  my 
own  Chamber.  [Creeps  under  the  Bed. . 

Enter  Woodall,  and  Trickfy* 

Wood.  Well,  Fortune  at  the  laft  is  favourable,  and  now  you  are  my 
Frifoner. 

Tricky  After  a quarter  of  an  hour,  I fuppofe,  I fhall  have  my  liber- 
ty upon  eafie  terms.  But  pray  let  us  parley  a little  firft. 

Wood.  Let  it  be  upon  the  Bed  then.  Pleafe  you  to  fit  ? 

Tricky  No  matter  where:  I am  never  the  nearer  to  your  wicked 
purpofe.  But  you  men  are  commonly  great  Comedians  in  Love-mat- 
ters *,  therefore  you  muft  fwear,  in  the  firft  place 

Wood.  Nay,  no  Conditions:  the  Fortrefs  is  reduc’d  to  Extremity 
and  you  muft  yield  upon  diferetion,  or  I Storm. 

ZVtffc.  Never  to  love  any  other  Woman, 
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Wood . I kifs  the  Book  upon’t. 

[Kijfesher.  Mrs.  Train.  pinches  him  from  underneath  the  Bed. 
Oh,  are  you  at  your  Love-tricks  already?  If  you  pinch  mg  thus,  I 
fhall  bite  your  Lip. 

Tricky  I did  not  pinch  you  : but  you  are  apt,  I fee,  to  take  any  oc- 
cafion  of  gathering  up  more  clofe  to  me.  Next,  you  lliall  not  fo  much 
as  look  on  Mrs.  Brainfag 

Wood.  Have  you  done?  thefe  Covenants  are  fo  tedious/ 

T rickz  Nay,  but  fwear  then. 

Wood.  Idopromife,  I do  fwear,  I do  any  thing.  {Mrs.  Brain,  runs 
a Tin  into  him)  Oh,  the  Devil!  what  do  you  mean  to  run  Pins  into 
me  ? this  is  perfedt  Catter-wauling. 

Tricky  You  fancy  all  this-,  I wou’d  net  hurt  you  for  the  World. 

Come,  you  (hall  fee  how  well  I love  you ( Kijfes  him : Mrs.  Brain. 

prick*  her.)  Oh  / I think  you  have  Needles  growing  in  your  Bed. 

\Both  rife  up. 

Wood . I’ll  fee  what’s  the  matter  in’t. 

Saint.  (Within.)  Mr.  Woodall , where  are  you,  verily? 

Wood.  Pox  verily  her  *,  ’tis  my  Landlady  ; here,  hide  your  felf  be- 
hind  the  Curtains,  while  I run  to  the  door  to  ftop  her  entry. 

T rickc  Neceflity  has  no  Law  I mull  be  patient. 

[ She  gets  into  the  Bed,  and  draws  the  Cloaths  over  her • 


Enter  Saintly. 


Saint.  In  fadnefs , Gentleman , I can  hold  no  longer : I will  not 
keep  your  wicked  counfel,  how  you  were  lock’d  up  in  the  Cheft^  for 
it  lies  heavy  upon  my  Confidence,  and  out  it  mult,  and  fhall. 

Wood . You  may  tell,  but  who’ll  believe  you  t where’s  your  wit- 
nefs ? 

Saint.  Verily,  Heav’n  is  my  witnefs. 

Wood.  That’s  your  witnefs  too,  that  you  wou’d  have  allur’d  me  to 
lewdnefs,  have  feduc’da  hopeful  young  man,  as  lam*,  you  wou’d 
have  intic’d  youth : mark  that,  Beldam . 

Saint . I care  not ; my  fingle  Evidence  is  enough  to  Mr.  Limber- 
ham  ; he  will  believe  me,  that  thou  burn’ft  in  unlawful  Lufit  to  his  be- 
loved : So  thou  lhalt  be  an  out*caft  from  my  Family. 

Wood . Then  will  I go  to  the  Elders  of  thy  Church,  and  lay  thee 
open  before  them,  that  thou  did’ft  Felonioufly  unlock  that  Cheft, 
with  wicked  intentions  of  purloyning  : fo  thou  lhalt  be  Excommuni- 
cated from  the  Congregation,  thou  Jezebel,  and  deliver’d  over  to 
Sat  a?t. 

Saint.  Verily,  our  Teacher  will  not  Excommunicate  me,  for  taking 
the  Spoils  of  the  Ungodly,  toCloath  him,  for  it  is  a judg’d  Cafe  a- 
mongit  us,  that  a marri’d  Woman  may  fteal  from  her  Husband,  to 

F ^ relieve 
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relieve  a Brother.  But  yet  thou  may’ll  attone  this  difference  betwixt 
us;  yerily, thou mayefl. 

Wood.  Now  thou  art  tempting  me  again.  Well,  if  I had  not  the 
gift  of  Continency,  what  might  become  of  me  ? 

Saint.  The  means  have  been  offered  thee,  and  thou  haft  kicked 
with  the  Heel : i will  go  immediately  to  the  Tabernacle  of  Mr.  Lim- 
berham , and  difeover  thee,  O thou  Serpent,  in  thy  crooked  Paths. 

{Going. 

_ Wood . Hold,  good  Landlady,  not  fo  fail ; let  me  have  time  to  con- 
fideron’t*,  I may  mollifie,  for  Flelh  is  frail.  An  hour  or  two  hence 
we  will  confer  together  upon  the  Premifes. 

Saint.  Oh,  on  the  fudden,  I feel  my  felf  exceeding  fick  ! Oh ! oh  / 
Wood . Get  you  quickly  to  your  Clofet,  and  fall  toyour  Mir  Mis  *, 
this  is  no  place  for  fick  people.  Be  gone,  be  gone. 

S-aint.  Verily,  1 can  go  no  farther. 

Wood.  But  you  fhall,  verily  .-  I will  thruft  you  down,  out  of  pure 

pity- 

. Saint.  Oh,  my  eyes  grow  dim  / my  heart  quops,  and  my  back  a- 
keth  / here  I will  Jay  me  down,  and  reft  me. 

[Throws  her  felf  fuddenlj  down  upon  the  Bed ) Trick fy  Jhrieks 
and  rifts  : Mrs.  Brainfick  nfes  from  under  the  Bed  in  a 

Fright. 

Wood.  So  There’s  a fine  bufinefs ! my  whole  Seraglio  up  in  Arms ! 
Saint.  So,  fo  *,  if  Providence  had  not  fent  me  hither,  what  folly  had 
been  this  day  committed  ! 

Trick:  Oh  the  Old  Woman  in  the  Oven!  we  both  over-heard  your 
Pious  Documents : did  we  not,  Mrs.  BrainfickJ 

Mrs.  Brain.  Yes,  we  did  over-hear  her,  and  we  will  both  teftifie  a. 
gainfther. 

Wood.  I have  nothing  to  fay  for  her.  Nay,  I told  her  her  own  you. 
can  both  bear  me  witnefs.  If  a fober  man  cannot  be  quiet  in  his  own 
Chamber  for  her— 

Trick:  For,  you  know,  Sir,  when  Mrs.  Brainfick.  and  I over-heard. 
Her  coming,  having  been  before  acquainted  with  her  wicked  pur- 
pofe,  we  both  agreed  to  trap  her  in  it. 

Mrs.  Brain.  And  now  fte.wou’cbfcape  her  felf,  by  accufingus ! but. 
let  us  both  conclude  to  caft  an  Infamy  upon  her  Houfe,  and  leave  it. 
Saint.  Sweet  Mr.  Woodall , intercede  for  me,  or  I (hall  be  ruin’d. 
Wood.  Well,  for  once.  I’ll  be  good-natur’d,  and  try  my  intereft. 
Pray,  Ladies,  for  my  fake,  let  this  bufinefs  go  no  farther. 

Tricky  Mrs.  Brain ..  You  may  command  us. 

Wood.  For,  look  you,  the  offence  was  properly  to  my  Perfon^ 
and  Charity  has  taught  me  to  forgive  my  Enemies.  I hope,  Miftrefs 
Saintly y this  will  be  a warning  to  you,  to  amend  your  life : I fpeak 
like  a Chriftian,  as  one  thatdtenders  the  welfare  of  your  Soul. 


Saint. . 
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Saint . Verily,  I will  confider. 

VFood.  Why,  that’s  well  faid. — — ( Afide.)  Gad,  and  fo  muft  I 
too;  for  my  People  is  diffatisfi’d,  and  my  Government  in  danger.* 
but  this  is  no  place  for  Meditation.  Ladies,  I wait  on  you.  f Exeunt . 


ACT.  IV.  SCENE  h 

v 

Enter  Aldo,  Geoffery. 

Aldo.  “FNIfpatch,  Geoffery , difpatch  : the  out-lying  Punks  will  be 
U uponus,  e’rel  am  in  a readinefs  to  give  Audience.  Is 
the  Office  well  provided  ? 

Geoff  The  Stores  are  very  low,  Sir : fome  Doily  Petticoats,  and 
Manto's  we  have  \ and  half  a dozen  pair  of  lac’d  Shooes,  bought 
from  Court  at  fecond  hand. 

Aldo.  Before  George  ^ there’s  not  enough  to  rig  out  aMournival  of 
VVhores  : they9!  think  me  grown  a meer  Curmudgeon.  Mercy  on  me, 
how  will  this  glorious  Trade  be  carri’d  on,  with  fuch  a miferable 
Stock ! 

Geoff.  I hear  a Coach  already  flopping  at  the  door.  & 

dido.  VVell,  lomewhat  in  ornament  for  the  Body,  fomewhat  in 
counfel  for  the  mind*,  one  thing  muft  help  out  another,  in  this  bad 
World : Whoring  muft  go  on. 

Enter  Mrs . Overdon,  and  her  daughter  Pru. 

Mrs.  Over.  Ask  blefling,  Pru : he’s  the  belt  Father  you  ever  had. 

dido.  Blefs  thee,  and  make  thee  a fubftantial,  thriving  Whore. 
Have  your  Mother  in  your  ey e>/V^*,  ’tis  good  to  follow  good  ex- 
ample : How  old  are  you,  Pru  ? hold  up  your  head,  Child. 

Pru.  Going  o’rny  fixteen.  Father  Aldo . 

Aldo.  And  you  have  been  initiated  but  thefe  two- years  : Iofs  of 
time,  lofs  of  precious  time.  Mrs.  Overdon , how  much  have  you  made 
of  Pruy  fince  ffie  has  been  Man’s  meat?  * 

Mrs.  Over.  A very  fmall  matter,  by  my  troth;  confidering  the 
charges  I have  been  at  in  her  Education:  poor  Pru  was  born  under 
an  unluckie  Planet  ; l defpair  of  a Coach  for  her.  Her  firft  Maiden- 
head brought  me  in  but  little:  the  weather-beaten  old  Knight  that 
boughther  of  me,  beat  down  the  price  fo  low  *,  I held  her  at  an  hun- 
dred Guinnies,  and  he  bid  ten  ; and  higher  than  thirty  he  wou’d 
not  rife. 
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Aldo.  A pox  of  his  unluckie  handfel : he  can  but  fumble,  and  will 
not  pay  neither. 

Pm.  Hang  him;  I cou’d  never  endure  him,  Father:  he’s  thefil- 
thi’ft  old  Goat  y and  then  he  comes  every  day  to  our  houfe,  and  eats 
out  his  thirty  Guinniesy  and  at  three  Months  end,  he  threw  me  off. 

Mrs.  Over.  And  fince  then the  poor  Child  has  dwindled,  and 
dwindled  away:  her  next  Maidenhead  brought  me  but  ten;  and 
from  ten  file  fell  to  five*,  andatlaft  to  a fingle  Guinny:  fhe  has  no 
luck  to  keeping  •,  they  all  leave  her,  the  more  my  farrow. 

Ald°.  VVe  muft  get  her  a Husband  then  in  the  City  y they  bite  rare- 
ly at  a flale  Whore  o’this  endo’th’Town,  new  furbifh’d  up  in  a tau- 
dry  Manto. 

Mrs.  Over.  No:  pray  let  her  try  her  fortune  a little  longer  in  the 
W orld  firft : by  my  troth,  I fhou’d  be  loth  to  be  at  all  this  coll,  in  her 
French,  and  her  Singing,  to  have  her  thrown  away  upon  a Husband. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  there  can  come  no  good  of  your  fwearing 
Mr s.Overdon:  Say  your  Prayers,  Pru,  and  go  duly  to  Church  o’Sun- 
days,  you'l  thrive  the  better  all  the  week.  Come,  have  a good  heart. 
Child;  I’ll  keep  thee  my  (elf:  thou  fhalt  do  my  little  bufinefs  *,  and  I’ll 
find  thee  an  able  young  Fellow  to  do  thine. 

Enter  Mrs.  Pad. 

Daughter,  2W«  you  are  welcome : what,  you  have  perform’d  the 
lalt  Chrilbian  Office  to  your  Keeper  *,  I faw  you  follow  him  up  the 
heavy  Hill  to  Tyburn . Have  you  had  never  a bufinefs  fince  his 
death  ? 

Mrs.  Pad.  No  indeed,  Father;  never  fince  Execution-day.*  the 
flight  before,  we  lay  together  molt  lovingly  in  Newgate:  and  the 
next  morning  he  lift  up  his  eyes,  and  prepar’d  his  Soul  with  a Prayer, 
while  one  might  tell  twenty  *,  and  then  mounted  the  Cart  as  merrily, 
ns  if  he  had  been  a going  for  aPurfe. 

Aldo.  You  are  a forrowful  Widow,  Daughter /Wy  but  I’ll  take 
care  of  you  : Geoffery,  fee  her  rigg’d  out  immediately  for  a new  Voy- 
age: Look  in  Figure  9.  in  the  upper  Drawer,  and  give  her  out  the 
Flower’d  Juftacorps , with  the  Petticoat  belonging  to’t. 

Mrs.  Pad.  Cou’d  you  not  help  to  prefer  me,  Father.? 

Aldo.  Let  me  fee  / let  me  fee  ! Before  George , I have  it,  and  it 
comes  as  pat  too ! Go  me  to  the  very  Judge  who  fate  upon  him  y ’tis 
an  amorous,  impotent, old  Magiftrate, and  keeps  admirably:  I faw 
him  leer  upon  you  from  the  Bench .-  he’ll  tell  you  what’s  fweeter  than 
Strawberries  and  Cream,  before  you  part. 
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Enter  Mrs.  Termagant. 

Mrs.  Term-  O Father,  I think  I lhall  go  mad. 

Aldo.  You  aie  of  the  violenteft  temper,  Daughter  Termagant ! 
when  had  youabufinefs  laft 

Mrs-  Term.  The  lad  I had  was  with  young  Cafier,  that  Son  of  a 
Whore  Gamefter : he  brought  ms  to  Taverns,  to  draw  in  young 
Cullies , while  he  bubbled ’em  at  Play  .•  and  when  he  had  pick'd  up  a 
confiderable  Sum,  and  lhou’d  divide,  the  Cheating  Dog  wou’d  fink 
my  fhare,  and  fwear.  Dam  him,  he  won  nothing. 

Aldo.  Unconfcionable  Villain,  to  cozen  you  in  your  own  Calling  / 

Mrs  .Term.  When  he  loles  upon  the  Square, he  comes  home  Z oundzJng 
and  Blooding,  firft  beats  me  unmercifully,  and  then  fqueezes  me  to 
the  lad  Penny:  he  has  us’d  me  fo,  that  Gad  forgive  me,  I cou’d  al- 
moft  forfwear  my  Trade  : the  Rogue  ftarves  me  too:  he  made  m® 
keep  Lent  laft  year  till  Whit fontide,  and  out-fac’d  me  with  Oaths,  it 
was  bat  Enfter.  And  what  mads  memoft,  I carry  a Baftard  of  the 
Rogues  in  my  Belly  : and  now  he  turns  me  off,  and  will  not  own  it. 

Mrs.  Over.  Lord,  how  it  quops  / you  are  half  a year  gone,  Ma- 
(jam L Laying  her  hand  on  her  Belly . 

Mrs.  Term.  I feel  the  young  Rafcal  kicking  already, like  his  Father— 
Oh  there’s  an  Elbow  thrufting  out:  I think  in  my  Confcience  he’s 
Palming  and  Topping  in  my  Belly  •,  and  praft  King  for  a livelihood  be- 
fore he  comes  into  the  World. 

Aldo.  Geoffrey , fet  her  down  in  the  Regifter,  that  1 may  provide 
her  a Mid- wife,  and  a Dry  and  Wet  Nurfe : when  you  are  up  again, 
as  Heav’n  fend  you  a good  hour,  we’ll  pay  him  off  at  Law  i’faith. 
You  have  him  under  black  and  white,  I hope. 

Mrs-  Term.  Yes,  I have  a Note  under  his  hand  for  200/. 

Aldo.  A Note  under’s  hand!  that’s  a Chip  in  Porridge  i ’tfs  juft 
nothing.  Look,  Geoffrey , to  the  Figure  12.  for  old  Half-Hurts  for 
Child-bed  Linnen. 

Enter  Mrs.  Hackney. 

Mrs.  Hack-  O,  Madam  Termagant,  are  you  here  / Juftiee,  Father 
Aldo,  Juftiee. 

Aldo.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  ©aughter  Hackney  ? ^ 

Hack*  She  has  violated  the  Law  of  Nations  *,  for  yefterday  me  in.- 
veigled  my  own  natural  Cully  from  me,  a marri’d  Lord,  and  made  him 

falfe  to  my  Bed,  Father.  - r , 

Term.  Come,  you  are  an  illiterate  Whore : He  s my  Lord  now : 
and,  though  you  call  him  Fool,  ’tis  well  know  hes  a Gritic.t,  Gentle- 
woman. You  never  read  a Play  in  all  your  lue  ^ and  I gaindhim  by 

mv  Wit,  and  fo  I’ll  keep  Him. 

Hack  My  comfort  is,  I have  had  thebeft  of  him  •,  he  can  take  up  no 
more,  till  his  Father  dies : andfo,  mucn  good  may  do  you. with  my 
Cdlyl  and  my  Clap-,  into  the  Bargain- 


4o  LIMB  ERH  AM,  Or, 

Aldo.  Then  there’s  a Father  for  your  Child,  my  Lord’s  Son  and 
Heir  by  Mr.  C after : but  henceforward,  topreferve  peace  betwixt  you, 
I ordain,  that  you  (hall  ply  no  more  in  my  Daughter  Hackney's  Quar- 
ter’s : you  (hall  have  the  City,  from  I Vhite-Chappel  to  Temple-Bar , 
and  (he  (hall  have  to  Covent-Garden  downwards : At  the  Play-houfes, 
(he  (hall  ply  the  Boxes > becaufe  fhe  has  the  better  face  •,  and  you  (hall 
have  the  Pity  becaufe  you  can  prattle  belt  out  of  a Fiwr-Mask. 

Mrs.  Pad.  Then  all  Friends,  and  Confederates : Now  let’s  have  Fa- 
ther Aldo\  delight,  and  fo  Adjourn  the  Houfe. 

Aldo.  Well  faid,  Daughter:  lift  up  your  Voices,  and  fing  like 
Nightingales,  you  Tory  Rory  Jades.  Courage,  Ifay^  as  long  as  the 
merry  Pence  hold  out,  you  (hall  none  of  you  die  in  Shoreditch. 

Enter  Woodall. 

A hey,  Boys,  a hey  ! here  he  comes  that  will  fwinge  you  all! 
down,  you  little  Jades,  and  worihip  him  } ’tis  the  Genius  of  Whoring. 

Wood.  And  down  went  Chairs  and  Table,  and  out  went  every  Can- 
dle. Ho,  brave  old  Patriarch  in  the  middle  of  the  Church  Militant  / 
Whores  of  ail  forts*,  Porkers  and  Ruine- tail’d;  now  come  1 ginglijig 
in  with  my  Bells,  and  fly  at  the  whole  Covey. 

Aldo*  A hey,  a hey.  Boys,  the  T own’s  thy  own  *,  burn,  ravilh,  and 
dedroy. 

Wood.  We’ll  have  a Night  on’t;  like  Alexander  y when  he  burnt 
Perfepolis  : tuey  tue,  tue  ^ point  de  cjuartier. 

{He  runs  in  amongft  'em,  and  they  [cuttle  about  the  Room . 

, ' ' - ,r  r„  * ■ 

Enter  Saintly,  Pleafancc,  Judith,  with  Broom-flicks . 

Saint . What,  in  themidftof5^^!  Othou  lewd  young  Man  / My 
Indignation  boils  over  againft  thele  Harlots  j and  thus  Ifweep’em 
from  out  my  Family. 

Plea.  Down  with  the  Suburbia ns,  down  with  ’em. 

Aldo . O,  fparemy  Daughters,  Mrs.  Saintly : fweet  Mrs  .Pleafancc, 
fpare  my  Fldh  and  Blood-  • 

Wood.  Keep  the  door  open,  ancftielp  to  fecure  the  Retreat^  Fa- 
ther : there’s  no  pity  to  be  expe&ed. 

{The  Whores  run  out , follow'd  by  Saintly,  Pleafance,  and  Judith. 

Aldo*  W elladay,  welladay  / one  of  my  Daughters  is  big  with  Ba- 
llard, and  (he  laid  at  her  Gafcoins  mod  unmercifully  ! every  flripeftie 
had  j I felt  it : the  firfb  fruit  of  Whoredom  is  irrecoverably  loll  / 

Wood.  Make  hade,  and  comfort  her. 

Aldo.  I will,  1 will:  and  yet  I have  a vexatious  bufinefs  which  calls 
me  fird  another  way.-  the  Rogue,  my  Son,  is  certainly  comeover-,  he 
has  been  feen  in  Town  four  days  ago  ! 

Wood . 
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Wood.  ’Tis  impoflible : I’ll  not  believe  it. 
jUdo*  A Friend  of  mine  met  his  Old  Man  Giles , this  very  morn- 
ing, in  queft  of  me  •,  and  Giles  allur’d  him,  his  Matter  is  lodg’d  in 
this  very  Street. 

Wood . In  this  very  Street ! how  knows  he  that? 

Aldo.  Hedogg’d  him  to  the  corner  of  it : and  then  my  Son  turn’d 
back,  and  threaten’d  him.  But  I’ll  find  out  Giles , and  then  I’ll  make 
fuch  an  Example  of  my  Reprobate ! [Exit.  Aldo. 

Wood.  If  Giles  be  difcover’d,  I am  undone/  Why,  Gervafe , where 
are  you,  Sirrah ! Hey,  hey  / 

Enter  Gertafe. 

Run  quickly  to  that  betraying  Rafcal  Giles,  a Rogue,  who  wou’d 
take  Judas  his  Bargain  out  of  his  hands,  and  under-fell  him:  Com- 
mand him  ftri&Iy  to  mew  himfelf  up  in  his  Lodgings,  till  ferther  Or- 
ders : and  in  cafe  he  be  refra&ory,  let  him  know,  I have  not  forgot  to 
kick  and  cudgel.  That  Memento  wou’d  do  well  for  you  too,  Sirfah. 

Ger . Thank  your  Worfhip,  you  have  always  been  liberal  of  your 
hands  to  me. 

W^ood.  And  you  have  richly  deferv’d  it. 

Ger.  1 will  not  fay  w ho  has  better  deferv’d  it,  of  my  old  Matter. 
Wood.  Away,  old  Epittetus , about  your  bufinefs,  and  leave  your 
mufty  Morals,  or  I fhall 

Ger.  Nay,  I won’t  forfeit  my  own  wifdom  fo  far,  as  to  fuffer  for  it 
Reft  you  merry : I’ll  do  my  belt,  and  Heav’n  mend  all.  L Exit . 

Enter  Saintly. 

Saint.  Verily,  I have  waited  till  you  were  alone,  and  am  come  to 
rebuke  you,  out  of  the  zeal  of  my  Spirit. 

Wood.  ’Tis  the  Spirit  of  Perfection:  Diocleftan , and  Julian  the 
Jlpoftate , were  but  Types  of  thee.  Get  thee  hence,  thou  old  Geneva 
Teftament : thou  art  a part  of  the  Ceremonial  Law,  and  haft  been 
abolilh’d  thefe  twenty  years. 

Saint.  All  this  is  nothing,  Sir  ^ I am  privy  to  your  Plots : I’ll  di& 
cover  ’em  to  Mr.  Limberham,  and  make  the  Houfe  too  hot  for  you. 

Wood.  What,  you  can  talk  in  the  Language  of  the  World,  Ifee! 
Saint.  I can,  I can,  Sir  ^ and  in  the  Language  of  the  Flelh  and  Devil 
too,  if  you  provoke  me  to  Delpair  : you  mutt,  and  fhall  be  mine, 
this  night. 

VPood.  The  very  Ghoft  of  Queen  E>ido  in  the  Ballad. 

Saint.  Delay  no  longer,  or - 

Wood.  Or ! you  will  not  fwear,  I hppe  ? 

Saint.  Vds  Niggers,  but  I will  and  that  fo  loud,  that  Mr.  Limber- 
ham  fhall  hear  me. 

Wood.  Vds  Niggers,  I Confefs,  is  a very  dreadful  Oath : you  cou’d 
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lye  naturally  before,  as  you  are  a Fanatick:  if  you  can  fwear  fuch 
Rappers  too,  there’s  hope  of  you-,  you  may  be  a Woman  of  the 
World  in  time.  Well,  you  (hall  be  fatisfi’d,  to  the  utmoft  farthing : 
to  night,  and  in  your  own  Chamber. 

Saint.  Or,  expeft  to  morrow — 

Wood.  All  fhall  be  atton’d  e’re  then.  Go,  provide  the  Bottle  of 
ciar\,  the  Weftfhalia  Ham,  and  other  Fortifications  of  Nat '.re-,  we 
fhall  fee  what  may  be  done  .-  what,  an  old  Woman  muft:  not  be  cafb 
away.  ZChtttks  her. 

Saint.  Then,  verily,  lam  appeas’d.  . _ , 

\Yo:d . Nay?  no  relapling  into  Verily  y that  s in  our  Bargain.  Look 
how  fhe  weeps  for  joy ! ’Tis  a good  old  Soul,  1 warrant  her. 

Saint.  You  wi’ not  fail?  „ r , . . . 

Wood.  Doft  thou  think  I have  no  ccmpaffion  for  thy  grey  hairs  ? 
Away  away-,  our  love  may  be  difcover’d:  we  muft:  avoid  Scandal 
’tis  thy  own  Maxim.  [Extt  Saintly. 

Th*.y  are  all  now  at  Ombre } and  Brainfags  Maid  has  promis  d to 
fend  her  Miftrefs  up. 

Enter  Pleafance- 

That  Fury  here  again ! . 

Pleaf.  ( A fide)  I’ll  conquer  my  proud  Spirit,  I’m  refolv’d  on’t, 
and  fpeak  kindly  to  him.-  What,  alone.  Sir ! If  my  company  be  not 
troublefome-,  or  a tender  young  Creature,  asi  am,  may  lafely  truft 
her  felf  with  a man  of  fuch  Prowefs,  in  Love  affairs It  won- 

n°iYood  So!  there’s  one  Broad-fide  already : I mull  fhear  off.  \_Afide. 

Pleaf.  What,  you  have  been  pricking  up  and  down  here  upon  a 
cold  fcent  but,  at  laft,  you  have  hit  it  off,  itfeems!  Now  fora  fair 
view  at  the  Wife  or  Miftrefs ! up  the  wind,  and  away  with  it .-  Heigh, 

j0Hler  1 1 think  lam  bewitch’d,  I cannot  hold. 

Wood,  Yourfervant,  your  fervant,  Madam  : Iaminalittlehafteat 
prelent.  \_G  oiu^. 

Pleaf.  Prayrefolve  mefirft,  for  which  of ’em  you  lieinAmbufh: 
for,  methinks,  you  have  the  Meen  of  a Spider  in  her  Den:  Come,  I 
know  the  Web  is  fpread,  and,  who  ever  comes,  Sir  Cranion  Hands 
ready  to  dart  out,  hale  her  in,  and  fhed  his  Venom. 

Wood.  ( Jfide ) But  fuch  a terrible  Wafp  , as  fhe,  will  fpoil  the 
Snare,  if  I durft  tetther  fo.  , _ , 

Pleaf.  ’Tisunconfcionablydoneof  me,  to  debar  you  the  Freedom 
and  Civilities  of  the  Houfe.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman ! to  take  a Lodg- 
ing at  fo  dear  a rate,  and  not  to  have  the  benefit  of  his  Bargain ! — 
Mifchief  on  me,  what  needed  I have  faid  that  ? C Afide. 

Wood.  The  Dialogue  will  go  no  farther  : Farewel,  gentle,  quiet 
Lady,  . 
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Pleaf  Pray  flay  a little ; I’ll  not  leave  you  thus. 

Wood.  I know  it  •,  and  therefore  mean  to  leave  you  firlb 
Pleaf.  O,  I find  it  now  •,  you  are  going  to  fet .up  your Bills,  like^a 
Love-Mountebank,  for  the  fpeedy  cure  of  diftrefled  Widow*,  old 
Ladies,  and  languilhing  Maids  in  tne  Green  ficknels . a Sov  aign 

RX<J' That  hit,  for  Maids,  wou’dbe  thrown  away  : few  of  your 
Agearequalifi’d  for  the  Medicine.  What  the  Devil  wou’dyou  be 

^ Pleaf  I am  in  the  humour  of  giving  you  good  eounfel.  The  Wife 

can  afford  you  but  the  leavings  of  a Fop-,  and  to  a witty  man,  as  you 

think  vourfelf,  that’s  naufeous:  The  Nliftrefs  has  fed  upon  Fool 
W foe’s  Carrion  too,  and  Common  into  the  Bargain-  Wou’d  you 
beat’a  Ground  for  Game  in  the  Afternoon,  when  my  Lord  Mayor  s 
Pack  had  been  before  you  in  the  morning  ? • , 

Wood.  I had  rather  fit  five  hours  at  one  of  his  greafie  Feafto,  th 

^Pled.  Your  two  Miftreffes  keep  both  Shop  and  Ware-houfe  ■,  and 
what  they  cannot  put  off,  inGrofs,  to  the  Keeper  and  Ae  Husband, 
they  fell  by  Retail  to  the  next  Chance-cuftomer.  Come,  are  yo 

edml  I’m  confideringhow  to  thank  you  for  your  Homily:  and  to 
make  a fober  Application  of  it,  you  may  have  fome  laudable  deiign 

Mc^nL^foine  fecret  inclination  to  that  amiable  Perfon  of 

y°Wood.  I confefs,  1 am  vain  enough  to  hope  it : for  why  Ihou’d  you 
remove  the  two  Dilhes,  but  to  make  me  fall  more  hungrily  on  the 

third?  , . i err 

pleaf ' Perhaps,  indeed,  in  the  way  or  Honour  t 

Wood . Paw,  paw  ! that  word  Honour  has  almoft  turn  d my  Sto- 
mach* it  carries  a villanous  interpretation  of  Matrimony  along  with 

be* content  to  deal  with  you  as  the 

Church  does  with  the  Heads  of  your  Fanaticks,  offer  you  a lufty  e- 
nefice  to  flop  your  mouth-,  if  fifty  Guiflnies,  and  a courtefie  more 

W°;Lhi^,7Pr,hee , Do*.ho»  ™ < MJ- 

felf?  and  at  Play-houfe  price  too?  Whenever1  go,  1 g°a^°&  fi* 
no  cutting  from  the  whole  Pieces  he  who  has  me,  (hall  have  the  rag 
end  with  the  reft,  I warrant  him-  Be  fatisfPd,  thy  Sheers  lhall  never 
enter  into  my  Cloth-  But,  look  to  thy  felf,  thou  impudent 

ge‘ rro^TheMaid’will  give  warning,  that’s  my  comfort for 
is  brib’d  on  my  fide.  I have  another  kind  of  Loveto  this  Gu  , . 

tobeither  of  the  other  two  ; but  a^Fanatick  s Daughter,  and 
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Noofe  of  Matrimony,  are  fuch  intolerable  terms!  O,  here  Ihe 
comes,  who  will  fell  me  better  cheap  ? 

Enter  Mrs . Brainfick. 

Mrs  .Bra.  How  now.  Sir  / what  impudence  is  this  of  yours,  to 
approach  my  Lodgings  £ 

Wood.  You  lately  honour’d  mine : and  ’tis  the  part  of  a welbbred 
naan,  to  return  your  Vifit 

Mrs.  Bra . If  I cou’d  have  imagin’d  how  bafe  a Fellow  you  had 
been,  you  ftiou’d  not  then  have  been  troubled  with  my  company. 

Wood  How  cou’d  I guefs,  that  you  intended  me  the  Favour,  without 
firft  acquainting  me  / 

Mrs.  Bra.  Cou’d  I do  it,  ungrateful  as  you  are,  with  more  obliga- 
tion to  you,  or  more  hazard  to  my  felf,  than  by  putting  my  Note  into 
your  Glove  / 

Wood  Was  it  yours  then  / I believ’d  it  came  from  Mrs.  Tricksy . 

Mrs.Sr*.  Youwifh’d  itfo;  which  made  you  fo  eafily  believe  it.  I 
heard  thepleafant  Dialogue  betwixt  you. 

Wood  I am  glad  you  did : for  you  cou’d  not  but  obferve,  with  how 
much  care  I avoided  all  occafions  of  railing  at  you  *,  to  which  ihe  urg’d 
me,  like  a malicioui  Woman,  as  fhe  was. 

Mrs.  Bra . By  the  fame  token,  you  vow’d  and  fvrore  never  to  look 
on  Mrs.  Brain fickj 

Wood  But  I had  my  Mental  Refervations  in  a readinefs.  I had 
vow’d  fidelity  to  you  before*,  and  there  went  my  fecond  Oath,  i’faith : 
it  vanifli’d  in  a twinkling,  and  never  gnaw’d  my  Confcience  in  the 
leaft. 

Mrs.  Bra.  Well,  I fhali  never  heartily  forgive  you. 

Jud.  (Within)  Mr.  Brainfic^  Mr.  Brainfag  what  do  you  mean, 
to  make  my  Lady  lofe  her  Game  thus  / Pray  come  back,  and  take  up 
her  Cards  again. 

Mrs.  Bra . My  Husband,  as  I live  ! Well,  for  all  my  quarrel  to  you, 
ftep  immediately  into  that  little  dark  Clofet  : ’tis  for  my  private  oc- 
cafions:,  there’s  no  Lock,  but  he  Wi’not  ftay. 

Wood.  Thus  am  I ever  Tantaliz’d  ? [fioes 

Enter  Brainfick. 

Brain,  What,  ami  become  your  Drudge?  your  Slave?  the  Pro- 
perty of  all  your  pleafures?  Shall  I,  the  Lord  and  Mafter  of  your 
Life,  become  fubfervient  i and  the  Noble  Name  of  Husband  be  dif- 
honour’d  ? No,  though  all  the  Cards  were  Kings  and  Queens,  and 
Indies  to  be  gain’d  by  every  Deal : - 
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Mrs-  Bra.  My  dear,  I am  coming  to  do  my  duty.  I did  but  go  up  a 
little,  (l  whilper’d  you  for  what)  and  am  returning  immediately. 

Brain.  Your  Sex  is  but  one  Univerfal  Ordure,  a Nufance,  and  in- 
cumbrance of  that  Majeftick  Creature,  Man : yet  I my  felf  am  mor- 
tal too,  Nature’s  neceffities  have  call’d  me  up;  produce  your  Uten- 
fil  of  Urine. 

Mrs.  Brain? Tis  not  in  the  way,  Child : you  may  go  down  into  the 
Garden. 

Brain.  The  Voyage  is  too  far  : though  the  way  were  pav’d  with 
Pearls  and  Diamonds,  every  ftep  of  mine  is  precious,  as  the  March 
of  Monarchs. 

Mrs.  Bra.  Then  my  fteps,  which  are  not  fo  precious,  fhaU  be  im- 
ploid  for  you  : I’ll  call  up  Judith. 

Brain . I will  not  dance  attendance.  At  the  prefent,  your  Clofet 
fhall  be  honour’d. 

Mrs.  Bra.  O Lord,  Dear,  7tis  not  worthy  to  receive  fuch  a man  as 


you  are. 

Brain.  Nature  prefles  *,  I am  in  hafte. 

Mrs.  Bra.  He  mult  be  difcover’d,and  I unavoidably  undone  / f. Afide . 

Brainlick  goes  to  the  Door , and  Woodall  meets 
him  : She  Jhrieks  out. 


Brain.  Mounfieur  Woodall ! 

Wood.  Sir,  be  gone,  and  make  nonoife,  oryou’l  fpoiialb 

Brain.  Spoil  all,  quoth  a!  what  does  he  mean,  in  the  name  of 
Wonder  f 

Wood.  (Taking  him  afide)  Hark  you,  Mr . Brain fick^  is  the  Devil  in 
you,  that  you,  and  your  Wife  come  hither,  to  difturkmy  Intrigue, 
which  you  your  feLf  ingag’d  me  in,  with  Mrs.  Tricksy , to  revenge  you 
On  Limbtrham ? Why,  I had  made  an  appointment  with  her  here*, 
but,  hearingTome-body  come  up,l  retir’d  into  the  Clofet,  till  1 was 
fatisfi’d  ’twas  not  the  Keeper. 

Brain.  But  why  this  Intrigue  in  my  Wife’s  Chamber  <* 

Wood . Why,  you  turn  my  Brains,  with  talking  to,  me  of  your 
Wife's  Chamber  / do  you  lie  in  common?  the  Wife  and  Husband,  the 
Keeper  and  the  Mill:  refs  ? 

Mrs.  Bra.  I am  afraid  they  are  quarrelling  ^ pray  Heav’n  l get  off. 

Brain.  Once  again, I am- th z. Sultan  of  this  place  : Mr.  Limberham 
is  the  Mogoloi  the  next  Manfion. 

Wood.  Though  I am  a ftranger  in  the  Houfe,  ’tis  impoffible  l fhou’d 
be  fo  much  miftaken : I fay,  this  is  Limberharns  Lodging. 

Brain.  You  wou’d  not  venture  a wager  of  ten  pounds  that  you 
are  not  miftaken? 

Wood.  ! Tis  done*.  I’ll  lay  you. 

. Brain.  Who  (hail  be  Judge  > 


Wood* 
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Wood . Who  better  than  your  Wife?  She  cannot  be  partial,  becaufe 
Lv  know?  not  r*n  wh  ■ ~h  fide  you  have  laid, 

'■Brabn  Conoco  Come  hither,  Lady  mine  : whofe  Lodgings  are 
rhefe who  is  Lord,  and  Grand  Seignior  of  ’em  ? 

'Mrs '.Bra.  ( Jftde ) Oh, goes  it  there ? — Why  ftiou’d  you  ask  me 
fuch  a queftion,  when  every  body  in  the  houfe  can  tell  they  are  n’one 
Dears 

Brain . Now  are  you  fatisfi’d  ? Children,  and  Fools,  you  know  the 
Proverb. — 

Wood,  Pox  on  me  *,  nothing  but  fuch  a pofitive  Coxcomb  as  I am, 
wou’d  have  laid  his  money  upon  fuch  odds^  as  if  you  did  not  know 
your  own  Lodgings  better  than  I,  at  half  a days  warning  ! And  that 
which  vexes  me  more  than  the  lofs  of  my  Money , is  the  lofs  of  my  Ad- 
venture/ ....  &xtt- 

Brain . It  (hall  be  fpent : we’ll  have  a Treat  with  it.  This  is  a Fool 
of  the  firft  Magnitude. 

Mrs.  Bra . Let  n’one  Dear  alone,  to  find  a Fool  out. 

Xnter  Limberham. 

Lwu  Bully  Brainfag  P/// has  fent  rne  to  you  on  an  EmbalFie,  to 
bring  you  down  to  Cards  again*,  fhe’s  in  her  Mulligrubs  already  ^ 
fhe’ll  never  forgive  you  the  lafl:  Wol  you  won.  ’Tis  but  lofing  a little 
to  her,  out  of  complaifance,  as  they  fay,  to  a fair  Lady  : and  what 
e’re  fhe  wins,  I’ll  make  up  to  you  again  in  private. 

Brain.  1 wou’d  not  be  that  Slave  you  are,  to  enjoy  the  Treafures 
of  the  E-afi : the  pofieffion  of  Peru,  and  of  Poto&i,  fiiou’d  not  buy  me 
to  the  Bargain. 

Lim.  Will  you  leave  your  Perbole’s,  and  come  then  ? 

Brain.  No  *,  for  I have  won  a Wager,  to  be  fpent  luxurioufiy  at 
Longs ^ with Pleafance  of  the  Party,  and  Termagant  Tricksy-,  and  I 
will  pafs,  in  Perfon,  to  the  preparation : Come,  Matrimony. 

[Exeunt  Brainfick,  Mrs.  Bram> 

Enter  Saintly,  and  Pleafance. 

Pieaf.  To  him  *,  I’ll  fecond  you : now  for  mifehief ! ? 

Saint.  Arife,  Mr.  Limberham , arife*,  for  Confpiracies  are  hatch  d 
againft  youV;?nd  a new  Faux  is  preparing  to  blow  up  your  hap- 
pinefs. 

Lim.  What’s  the  matter.  Landlady  ? Pr  ithee  fpeak*,  good  honelt 
English , and  leave  thy  Canting. 

Saint.  Verily  , thy  Beloved  is  led  affray.,  by  the  Young  Man 
Woodall,  that  Vcflel  of  Uncleannefs : I beheld  them  communing- toge- 
ther i file  feigned  her  felf  fick,  and  retired  to  her  Tent  in  the  Gar- 

den-houfe 
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and  I watched  her  out-going. 
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and  behold  he  fol- 


den-houfe ; 

^P/m/do  you  ftand  unmov’d,  and  hear  all  this? 

Lim.  Before  George  I am  Thunder-ftruck ! 

Saint.  Take  to  thee  thy  refolution,  and  avenge  thy  felf. 

Lint.  But  give  me  leave  to  confider  firft : a man  mult  do  nothing 

^pjjaf.  I cou’d  tear  out  the  Villains  eyes,  for  diihonouring  you, 
while  you  ftand  confidering,  as  you  call  it.  Are  you  a man,  and  fuf- 
fer  this  f 

Lim . Yes,  I am  a man?  but  a man’s  but  a man,  you  know:  I am 
recolleding  my  felf,  how  thefe  things  can  be. 

Saint.  How  they  can  be  M have  heard  ’em  *,  I nave  ieen  em. 

Lim.  Heard  ’em,  and  feen  ’em  / It  may  be  fo*,  but  yet  I cannot  en- 
ter into  this  fame  bufinefs : I am  amaz’d,  I muft  confefs  *,  but  the  belt 
is,  I do  not  believe  one  word  on’t. 

Saint.  Make  hafte,  and  thine  own  eyes  ihall  teftifie  againft  her. . 
Lim.  Nay,  if  my  own  eyes  teftifie,  it  may  be  fo.~  But  tis  im- 
poffible  however*  fori  am  making  a Settlement  upon  her,  this  ve- 

ry  pUlf.  Look,  and  fatisfie  your  felf,  e’re  you  make  that  Settlement 

on  fo  falfe  a Creature.  _ . . „ 

Lim,  But  yet,  if  I fhou’d  look*,  not  fi^  her  falfe,  then  I mult 

caft  in  another  hundred,  to  make  her  fatisfaftion. 

Pleaf  Was  there  ever  fucha  meek.  Hen-hearted  Creature. 

Saint.  Verily,  thou  haft  not  the  Spirit  of  a Cock-Chicken. 

Limb.  Before  George,  bur  1 have  the  Spirit  of  a Lion,  and  I will  tear 

her  limb  from  limb' if  i cou’d  believe  it. 

Pleaf.  Love,  Jealoufy,  and  difdain,  how  they  torture  me  at  once. 

and  this  infenfible  creature were  I but  in  his  place- {To  him.) 

Think,  that  this  very  inftantlhe’s  yours  no  more:  now,  now  Ihe  s 
giving  up  her  felf,  withfo  much  violence  of  Love,  tnat  it  1 bunder 

roar’d,  (he  cou’d  not  hear  it.  , . 

Limb ■ I have  been  whetting  all  this  while:  they  (hall  be  fo  taken 
in  the  manner,  that  Mars  and  Venus  (hall  be  nothing  to  ’em. 

Pleaf.  Make  hafte-,  go  outhen.  . . .,  ■ 

Limb.  Yes,  l will  go  on  y and  yet  my  mind  mifgives  mePlaguilf  . 

Saint.  Again  backfliding  •' 

Pleaf  Have  you  no  fenfe  of  Honour  m you  ? 

Limb.  Well,  Honor  is  Honor,  and  1 muft  go : but  I (hall  ne- 
ver get  me  fuch  another  Pug  again!  O,  my  heart/  my  poor  ten- 
der heart  / ’tis  juft  breaking,  with  Pugh  nnkindnefs . 

They  drag  him  out. 

SCENES 
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SC  E N E I I. 


Woodall  and  T rickfy  difcover’d  in  the  Garden-houfe. 

Enter  Gervafe  to  them. 

Get . Make  hiafte,  aridfave  your  felf,  Sir*,  the  Enemy’s  at  hand  : 
Ihavedifcover’dhimfromthe  corner,  where  you  fet  me  Sentry. 

Wood . Who  is’t  ? 

Gerv . Who  fhou'd  it  be,  but  Limber ham  ? Arm’d  with  a two-hand 
Fox.  O Lord,  O Lord  / 

Tritfy  Enter  Quickly  into  theStilLhoufebothof  you,  and  leave  me 
to  him : there’s  a Spring-lock  within,  to  open  it  when  we  are  gone. 

Wood . Well,  I have  won  the  party  and  revenge  however : a mi- 
nute longer, and  I had  on  the  T out.  [ They  go  in : She  locks  the  door • 

• -Enter  Limberham,  with  a great  Sword . 

Limb . Difloyal  Pug. 

Tricky  What  humor’s  this?  you’re  drunk  it  feems:  gofieep* 

Limb.  Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  repofe  for  ever : I am  like  Mack- 
beth , after  the  death  of  good  King  Duncan  * methinks  a voice  fays  to 
me.  Sleep  no  more  •,  Tricksy  has  murder’d  Sleep. 

Tricky  Now  I find  it : you  are  willing  to  fave  your  Settlement,  and 
ate  fent  by  fome  of  your  wife  Counfellors,  to  pick  a quarrel  with 
me. 

Limb.  I have  been  your  Cully  above  thefe  feven  years  ^ but,  atiaft 
my  eyes  are  open’d  to  your  Witchcraft:  and  indulgent  Heav’n 

has  taken  a care  of  my  prefervation In  fhort,  Madam,  I have 

found  you  out*,  and  to  cut  off  preambles,  produce  your  Adul- 
terer. 

7 rick.  If  I have  any,  you  know  him  beft : you  are  the  only  ruin  of 
my  reputation.  But  if  I have  dilhonor’d  my  Family, for  the  love  of  you, 
methinks  you  ihou’d  be  the  laft  man  to  upbraid  me  with  it. 

Limb.  I am  fure  you  are  of  the  Family  of  your  abominable  great 
GrandamjEw,  But  produce  the  man,  or,  by  my  Fathers  Soul 

Tricky  Still  I am  in  the  dark. 

Limb.  Yes,  you  have  been  in  the  dark  5 I know  it:  but  I (hall 
bring  you  to  light  immediately* 

Tricky  You  are  not  jealous. 

Lint.  No ; lam  too  certain  to  be  jealous : but  you  have  a man 
here,  that  fhall  benamelefs*,  let  me  fee  him. 

Trick,  O,  if  that  be  your  bulinefs,  you  had  beft  fearch : and  when 

you 
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you  have  weari’d  your  felf,  and  fpent  your  idle  humor,  you  may  find 
me  above,  in  my  Chamber,  and  come  toask  my  pardon.  [Going. 

Lim.  You  may  go,  Madam  ^ but  I fhali  bcfeech  your  Ladifhip  to 
leave  the  Key  of  the  Still-houfe  door  behind  you:  I have  a mind  to 
fome  of  the  Sweet-meats  you  have  lock’d  up  there , you  underftand 
me.  Now,  for  the  old  Dog-trick  ! you  have  loft  the  Key, I know  al- 
ready, but  I am  prepar’d  for  that  ^ you  (hall  know  you  have  no  Fool 
to  deal  with. 

Trick.  Noj  here’s  the  Key:  take  it,  and  fatisfie  your  foolifh  cu- 
riofity. 

Lim.  {A fide)  This  confidence  amazes  me ! If  thofe  two  Gipfies 
have  abus’d  me,  and  I fhou’d  not  find  him  there  now,  this  wou’d  make 
an  immortal  quarrel. 

Tricky  ( Afde)  I have  put  him  to  a ftand. 

Lim.  Hang’t,  ’tis  no  matter  ^ I will  be  fatisfi’d : if  it  comes  to  a 
rupture,  I know  the  way  to  buy  my  peace.  Vug,  produce  the  Key. 

Tricky  (Takes  him  about  the  Neck)  My  Dear,  I have  it  for  you  : 
Come,  and  kifs  me.  Why  wou’d  you  be  fo  unkind  to  fufpeft  my 
Faith  now  ? when  I have  forfaken  all  the  World  for  you.— (Kifs  again) 
But  lam  not  in  the  mood  of  quarrelling  to  night  ^ I take  this  Jea- 
loufie  the  belt  way,  as  the  effed  of  your  paftion.  Come  up,  and  we’ll 
go  to  Bed  together,  and  be  Friends.  [Kifs  again. 

Lim . fAfidej  Tug s in  a pure  humor  to  night,  and  ’twou’d  vex  a 
man  to  lofe it  *,  butyetlmuftbe  fatisfi’d:  And  therefore,  upon  ma- 
ture confideration,  give  me  the  Key. 

Tricky  You  are  refolv’d  then  ? 

Lim.  Yes,  I am  refolv’d}  for  I have  fworn  to  my  felf  by  Styx  : 
and  that’s  an  irrevocable  Oath. 

TricJ^  Now,  fee  your  folly  .*  there’s  the  Key.  [Gives  it  him . 

Lim . Why,  that’s  a loving  Vug } I will  prove  thee  Innocent  imme- 
diately : and  that  will  put  an  end  to  all  Controverfies  betwixt  us. 

Tricky  Yes,  it  fhali  put  an  end  to  all  our  quarrels : fareweLibr  the 
laft  time,  Sir.  Look  well  upon  my  face,  that  you  may  remember  it  *, 
for,  from  this  time  forward,  I have  fworn  it  irrevocably  too,  that 
you  fhali  never  fee  it  more. 

Lim.  Nay,  but  hold  a little,  Vug.  What’s  the  meaning  of  this  new 
Commotion  ? 

Tricky  No  more  •,  but  fatisfie  your  foolifh  fancy,  for  you  are  Ma- 
tter : And  befides,  I am  willing  to  be  juftifi’d. 

Lim.  Then  you  fhali  be  juftifi’d.  [Tuts  the  Key  in  the  dook* 

Tricky  I know  I fhali:  farewel. 

Lim.  But,  are  you  fure  you  fhali  ? 

Tricky  No,  no,  he’s  there:  you’l  find  him  up  in  the  Chimney,  or 
behind  the  door  } or,  it  may  be,  crouded  into  fome  little  Galley- 
Pot. 

Lim- 


H 


so  LIMBERHA  M;  Or, 

Lim.  But  you  will  not  leave  me,  if  Uhou’dlook? 

Tricky  You  are  not  worth  my  anfvver:  lam  gone.  [Going  one. 

Lim.  Hold,  hold,  Divine  and  let  me  recoiled:  a little This 

is  no  time  for  meditation  neither : while  L deliberate,  (he  may  be 
gone.  She  muft  be  Innocent,  or  (he  cou’d  never  be  fo  confident,  and 
carelefs.— Sweet  Pug,  forgive  me.  [Kneels. 

Tricky  I am  provok'd  too  far. 

Lim . ’Tis  the  property  of  a Goddefs  to  forgive.  Accept  of  this 
Oblation  y with  this  humble  kifs,  I here  prefent  it  to  thy  fair  hand  : I 
conclude  thee  Innocent  without  looking,  and  depend  wholly  upon 
thy  mercy.  [Offer  sthe  Key. 

Tricky  No,  keep  it,  keep  it : the  Lodgiigs  are  your  own. 

Lim.  If  I fhouM  keep  it,  I were  unworthy  of  forgivenefs:  I will 
no  longer  hold  this  fatal  Inftrument  of  our  Separation. 

Trick.  (Taking  it)  Rife,  Sir:  I will  endeavour  to  overcome  my 
Nature,  and  forgive  you  for  I am  fo  fcrupuloufly  nice  in  Love,  that 
it  grates  my  very  Soul  to  be  fufpeded  : Yet,  take  my  counfel,  aid  fa- 
tisfie  your  felf. 

Lim.  I wou’d  not  be  fatisfi’d,  to  be  PofTeflor  of  PotozJ , as  my  Bro- 
ther Brainjidtb ays.  Come,  to  Bed,  dear  Png.  Now  wou’d  not  I 
change  my  condition,  to  be  an  Eafiern  Monarch.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Woodall  and  Gervafe. 

Ger.  O Lord,  Sir,  are  we  alive ! 

Wood.  Alive  / why,  we  were  never  in  any  danger:  well,  (he’s  a- 
Bare  Menage?  of  a Fool  ! 

Ger-  Are  you  difpos’d  yet  to  receive  good  counfel  ? has  affli&ion 
wrought  upon  you  * 4 

Wood.  Yes,  I muft  ask  thy  advice  in  a moft  important  bufinefs : I 
have  promis’d  a Charity  to  Mts.  Saintly,  and  Ihe  experts  it  with  a 
beating  heart  a-bed : Now,  I have  at  prefent  no  running  Cafii  to 
throw  away,  my  ready  Money  is  all  paid  to  Mrs.  Tricksy,  and  the 
Bill  is  drawn  upon  me  for  to  night. 

Ger . Take  advice  of  your  Pillow. 

Wood.  No,  Sirrah,  fince  you  have  not  the  grace  to  offer  yours,  I 
will  for  once  make  ufe  of  my  Authority,  and  command  you  to  per- 
form  the  forefaidDrudgery  in  my  place. 

Ger . lookers,  I cannot  anfwer  it  to  my  Confcience. 

Wood . Nay,  and  your  Confcience  can  fuffer  you  tofwear,  it  fhali 
fuffer  you  to  lie  too  .*  I mean  in  this  fenfe.  Come,  no  denial,  you  muft 
do  it  *,  fhe’s  rich,  and  there’s  a provifion  for  your  life. 

Ger . I befeeeh  you.  Sir,  have  pity  on  my  SouL 

Wood.  Have  you  pity -of.  your  Body:  there’s  all  the  Wages  you 
muft  expedL. 

Ger* 
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Cer.  Well,  Sir, "you  have  perfwaded  me  : I will  arm-  my  Confci- 
ence  with  a refolucion  of  making  her  an  honourable  amends  by  Mar- 
riage •,  for  to  morrow  morning  a Parfon  (hall  authorize  my  labours, 
and  turn  Fornication  into  duty.  And  moreover,  1 will  enjoyn  my 
felf,  by  way  of  Penance,  not  to  touch  her  for  feven  nights  after. 

Wood*  Thou  wert  predeftinated  for  a Husband  I fee,  by  that  natural 
Inftinft as  we  walk,  I will  inftrutt  thee  how  to  behave  thy  felf, 
with  fecrefie  and  filence. 

Ger»  I have  a Key  of  the  Garden,  to  let  us  out  the  back-way  into 
the  Street,  and  fo  privately  to  our  Lodging. 

Wood . ’Tis  well : I’ll  plot  the  reft  of  my  affair's  a-bed  ; for  ’tis  re- 
folv’dthat  Lirnberham  fhall  not  wear  Horns  alone  : and  I am  impa- 
tient till  I add  to  my  Trophy  the  Spoils  of  Brainfag  {Exeunt* 


A G T.  V.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Woodall,  Judith. 

Jttd.  TyT7Ell,  you  are  a lucky  man  / Mrs.  Brainfag  is  Fool  e- 
V V nough  to  believe  you  wholly  Innocent ; and  that  the 
Adventure  of  the  Garden-houfe  laft  night , was  only  a Vifion  of 
Mrs.  Saintly' s. 

Wood . I knew,  if  I con’d  once  fpeak  with  her,  all  wouM  be  fet  right 
immediately;  for,  had  I been  there,  look  you,- 

Jnd.  As  you  were,  moft  certainly. 

Wood.  Limberham  muft  have  found  me  out  ; that  Fe-fa-fum  of  a 
Keeper  wou’d  have  fmelt  the  blood  of  a Cuckold-maker : they  fay, 
he  was  peeping  and  butting  about  in  every  cranny. 

Jad.  But  one.  You  muftexcufemy  unbelief,  though  Mrs.  Brainfick^ 
is  better  fatisfi’d.  She  and  her  Husband,  you  know,  went  out  this 
morning  to  the  New  Exchange : there  (he  has  given  him  the  flip  ; and 
pretending  to  call  at  her  Taylors,  to  try  her  Stays  for  a new 
Gown. 

Wood.  I underftand  thee.  She  fetch’d  me  a fhort  turn,  like  a Hare 
before  her  Mufe,  and  will  immediately  run  hither  to  Covert,  ? 

Jnd.  Yes;  but  becaufe your  Chamber  will  beleaft  fufpitlous,  (he 
appoints  to  meet  you  there ; that,  if  her  Husband  fhou’d  come  back, 
he  may  think  her  ftifl  abroad,  and  you  may  have  time 

Wood.  To  take  in  the  Horn-work.  It  happens  as  I wifn  *,  for  Mi- 
ftrefs  T ricksy , and  her  Keeper,  are  gone  out  with  Father  Aide,  to  com- 
pleat  her  Settlement  s my  Landlady  is  fafe  at  her  Morning  Exereife, 
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with  my  Man  Gervafe,  and  her  Daughter  not  ftirring:  theHoufeis 
our  own,  and  Iniquity  may  walk  bare- fac’d. 

Jud.  And,  to  make  all  lure,  I am  order’d  to  be  from  home.  When 
I come  back  again,  1 fhall  knock  at  your  door,  with  fpeak  Brother, 
fpeak  is  the  deed  done  ? [Singing. 

Wood . Long  ago,  long-  ago  } and  then  we  come  panting  out  to- 
gether. Oh,  I am  ravifh’d  with  the  imagination  on’t  / 

Jud.  Well, I muft retire*,  Good-morrow  to you? Sir.  [Exit. 

Wood . Now  do  I humbly  conceive,  that  this  Miftrefs  in  Matrimo- 
ny, will  give  me  more  pleafure  than  the  former : for  your  coupled 
Spaniels,  when  they  are  once  let  loofe,  are  afterwards  the  higheft 
Rangers. 


Enter  Mrs . Brainfick  running. 


Mrs.  Brain . Oh  dear  Mr.  Woodall , what  fhall  I do  ? 

Wood . Recover  breath,  and  I’ll  inftruft  you  in  the  next  Chamber  . 

Mrs.  Brain.  But  my  Husbaud  follows  me  at  heels. 

Wood . Has  he  ieen  you  ? 

Mrs.  Bra . 1 hope  not : I thought  I had  left  him  fure  enough,  at  the 
Exchange  } but,  looking  behind  me,  as  I entred  into  the  houfe,  I faw 
him  walking  a round  rate  this  way. 

Wood.  Since  he  has  not  feen  you,  there’s  no  danger : you  need  but 
Rep  into  my  Chamber,  and  there  we’ll  lock  our  feives  up,  and  tranf- 
form  him  in  a twinkling. 

Mrs.  Bra . I had  rather  have  got  into  my  own  *,  but  Judith  is  gone 
out  with  the  Key,  I doubt. 

Wood.  Yes,  by  your  appointment.  Butfo  much  the  better } for 
when  the  Cuckold  finds  no  company,  he  will  certainly  go  afantring 
again. 

Mrs.  Bra.  Make  hafte  then. 

Wood.  Immediately. )Goes  to  open  the  door  haflity , and  breaks  his 

Key.)  What’s  the  matter  here  ? the  Key  turns  round,  and  will  not 
open  1 As  I live,  we  are  undone ! with  too  much  hafte  ’tis  broken  l 

Mrs.  Bra . Thenl  am  loft*,  for  I cannot  enter  into  my  own- 

Wood.  This  next  Room  is  Limberhams.  Seel  the  door’s  open} 
and  he  and  his  Miftrefs  are  both  abroad. 

Mrs.  Bra.  There’s  no  remedy,  \ muft  venture  in:  for  his  knowing 
I am  come  back  fo  foon,  muft  be  caufe  of  jealoufie  enough,  if  the 
Fool  fhou’d  find  me. 

Wood,  ( Looking  in)  See  there  ! Mrs.  Tricksy  has  left  her  Indian 
Gown  upon  the  Bed*,  clap  iton, and  turn  your  back:  he  will  eafily 
miftake  you  for  her,  if  he  fhou’d  look  in  upon  you. 

Mrs.#r*.  I’ll  put  on  my  Vizor-Mask  however,  for  more  fecurity. 
{Noifi)  Hark  ! 1 bear  him.  [Goes  in . 

Enter 
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Enter  Brainfick. 

Brain.  Whatv  in  a mufty  muling,  Monfieur  Woodall  \ Let  me  enter 
into  the  Affair. 

Wood . You  mayguefsit,  by  the  PoftI  have  taken  up. 

Brain  O,  at  the  door  of  the  Damfel  Tricksy  • your  bufinefs  is 
known  by  your  abode : as  the  pofture  of  a Porter  before  a Gate,  de- 
notes to  what  Family  he  belongs.  (Looks  in.)  ’Tis  an  Affignation  I 
fee:  for  yonder  {he  ftands,  with  her  back  toward  me,  dreftup  for 
the  Duel.*  with  all  the  Ornaments  of  the  Eafi.  Now  for  the  Judges  of 
the  Field)  to  divide  the  Sun  and  Wind  betwixt  the  Combatants,  and  a 
tearing  Trumpeter  to  found  the  Charge. 

Wood.  ’Tis  a private  quarrel,  to  be  decided  without  Seconds,  and 
therefore  you  wouM  do  me  a favour  to  withdraw. 

Brain.  Your  Llmberham  is  nearer  than  you  imagine : I left  him  ah 
moll  entring  at  the  door. 

Wood.  Plague  of  all  impertinent  Cuckolds ! they  are  ever  trouble- 
fame  to  us  honeft  Lovers  .*  fo  intruding  / 

Brain.  They  are  indeed,  where  their  company  is  not  defied. 

Wood.  Sure  he  has  fome  Tutelar  Devil  to  guard  his  Brows  / juft: 
when  (he  had  hobb’d  him,  and  made  an  Errand  home,  to  come  to  me  / 

Brain.  ’Tis  unconfcionably  done  of  him.  But  you  (hall  not  ad- 
journ your  love  for  this  •,  the  Brainfag  has  an  Afcendant  over  him  : 
I am  your  Garantee  *,  he’s  doom’d  a Cuckold,  in  difdain  of  Deftiny. 

Wood.  What  mean  you  ? 

Brain.  To  ftand  before  the  door  with  my  brandiffi’d  Blade,  and  de- 
fend the  Entrance  : he  dies,  upon  the  point,  if  he  approaches. 

Wood.  If  Idurfttruftit,  ’tis  Heroick. 

Brain.  *Tis  the  Office  of  a Friend : I’ll  do’t. 

Wood.  (Afide)  Shou’d  he  know  hereafter  his  Wife  were  hero* /he 
wou’d  think  I had  enjoy’d  her,  though  I had  not : ’tis  belt  venturing 
for  fomething.  He  takes  pains  enough  o’confcience  for  his  Cuckol- 
dom  •,  and,  by  my  troth,  has  earn’d  it  fairly.- But,  may  a man  ven- 

ture upon  your  promife  ? 

Brain . Bars  of  Brafs,  and  doors  of  Adamant,  cou’d  not  more  fe- 
cure  you. 

Wood.  I know  it  ^ but  (till  gentle  means  are  belt:  you  may  come  to 
force  at  laft.  Perhaps,  you  may  wheedle  him  away : 'cis  but  drawing 
a Trope  or  two  upon  him. 

Brain.  He  (hall  have  it  *,  with  ail  the  Artillery  of  Eloquence. 

Wood.  I,T,  your  Figure  breaks  no  boaes.  With  your  good  leave— 

{Goes  in. 

Brain.  Thou  haft  it,  Boy.  Turn  ro  him*  Madam  5 £0  her  Woodall: 
and  S.  George  for  merry  England.  Tan  ta  rarara,rara!  Dab,  a daby 
dab  7 Tan  ta  ra  ra  ra..  Enter 
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Enter  Limberhara. 

Lim.  How  now,  Bully  Brmnfiekl-  What,  upon  the  Tan  ta  ra,  by 
your  fclf? 

Brain.  Clangor,  Tar  at  am  or  a.  Murmur. 

Lim*  Commend  me  to  honeft  Lingua  Franca . Why,  this  is  enough 
to  ftun  a Chriftian,  with  your  Hebrew y and  your  Greeks  and  fuch  like 
Latin. 

Brain*  Out,  Ignorance ! 

Lim*  Then  Ignorance,  by  your  leave  *,  for  I muft  enter. 

Brain * Why  in  fuch  hafte?  the  Fortune  of  Greece  depends  not 
on’t. 

Lim*  But  Pug's  Fortune  does : that’s  dearer  to  me  than  Greece,  and 
fweeter  than  Ambergrife* 

Brain*  You’l  not  find  her  here.  Come,  you  are  jealous : you’re 
haunted  with  a raging  Fiend,  that  robs  you  of  your  fweet  repofe. 

Lim*  Nay,  and  you  are  in  your  Perbole’s  again  ! Look  you,  ,tis 
Pug  is  jealous  of  her  Jewels:  (he  has  left  the  Key  of  her  Cabinet 
behind  } and  has  defir’d  me  to  bring  it  back  to  her. 

Brain.  Poor  Fool  / he  little  thinks  (he’s  here  before  him  / Well, 
this  pretence  will  never  pafs  on  me  •,  for  I dive  deeper  into  your  af- 
fairs : you  are  jealous.  But,  rather  than  my  Soullhou’dbe  concern’d 

for  a Sex  fo  infignificant, Ha  ! the  Gods'  If  I thought  my 

proper  Wife  were  now  within,  and  proftituting  all  her  Treaiures  to 
the  lawlefs  love  of  an  Adulterer,  I wou’d  (land  as  intrepid,  as  firm, 
amd  as  unmov'd,  as  the  Statue  of  a Roman  Gladiator* 

Lim*  (In  the  fame  tone)  Of  a Roman  Gladiator1*  — Now  are  you  as 
mad  as  a Alarch  Hare ; but  I dim  in  hafte,  to  return  to  Pug : yet,  by 
your  favour,  I will  firft  fecure  the  Cabinet. 

Brain.  No,  you  muft  not.  N 

Lim . Muft  not  ? what,  may  not  a man  come  by  you,  to  look  upon 
his  own  Goods  and  Chattels,  in  his  own  Chamber? 

Brain*  No  : with  this  Sabre>  I defie  the  Deftinies,  and  dam  up  the 
pafTage  with  my  perfon  •,  l^ke  a rugged  Rock,  oppos’d  againft  the 
roaring  of  the.boifterous  Billows.  Your  jealoufie  (hall  have  no  courfe 
through  me,  though  Potentates  and  Princes 

Lim*  Prithee  what  have  we  to  do  with  Potentates  and  Princes  ? 
Will  you  leave  your  Troping,  and  let  me  pafs  ? 

Brain.  You  have  your  utrnoft  anfwer. 

Lim.  If  this  Maggot  bite  a little  deeper,  we  (hall  haveyou  aCiti- 
*zen  of  Bet'lem  yet  e’re  Dog-days.  Well,  I fay  little  *,  but  I’ll  tell  Pug 

# C Exit. 

Brain.  She  knows  it  already,  by  your  favour.-— — - [Knocking. 
Sound  a Retreat,  you  iufty  Lovers,  or  the  Enemy  will  Charge  you  in 

the 
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the  Flank,  with  a frefh  Relerve  : March  off,  march  off  upon  tie  Spur, 
e’re  he  can  reach  you. 

Enter  Woodall. 

Wood.  How  now,  Baron  TelUlock^,  is  the  pafl age  clear  ? 

Brain.  Gear  as  a Level,  without  Hills  or  Woods,  and  void  of  Am- 
bufcade. 

Wood.  But  Limhcrham  will  return  immediately,  when  he  finds  not 
his  Miitrefs  where  he  thought  he  left  her. 

Wood.  Friendftiip,  which  has  done  much,  will  yet  do  more.  (Shows 
aKey.)  With  this  Faffi  par  tout,  I will  inftantly  condud  her  to  my 
own  Chamber,  that  (he  may  out- face  the  Keeper  fhe  has  been  there ; 
and,  when  my  Wife  returns,  who  is  my  Slave,  I will  lay  my  Conjugal 
Commands  upon  her,  to  affirm,  they  have  been  all  this  time  toge-r 
then 

Word.  I ffiail  never  make  you  amends  for  this  kindnefs,  my  dear 
Padrou  : but  wou’d  it  not  be  better,  if  you  wou’d  take  the  pains  to  run 
after  Limberkam , and  (top  him  in  his  way  e’re  he  reach  the  place  where 
he  thinks  he  left  his  Miftrefs  *,  then  hold  him  in  difcourfc  as  long  as 
poflibly  you  can,  till  you  guefsyour  Wife  may  be  return’d,  that  fo 
they  may  appear  together  ? 

Brain.  I warrant  you  : laijfez  faire  a Marc  Anttine.  (Exit. 

Wood.  Now,  Madam,  you  may  venture  out  in  fafety. 

Mrs.  Bra.  ( En.tr ing)  Pray  Heav’nlmay.  (Noife . 

Wood . Hark!  I hear  Judith's  voice : it  happens  well  that  foe’s  re- 
turn’d: flip  into  your  Chamber  immediately  , and  fend  back  the 
Gown. 

Mrs.  Bra.  I will:  but  are  not  you  a wicked  man,  to  put  me  into 
all  this  danger  ? (Exit. 

Wood.  Let  what  can  happen,  my  comfort  is,  at  leaft,  I have  en- 
joy’d : But  this  is  no  place  for  confideration.  Be  jogging , good 
Mr.  Woodall,  out  of  this  Family,  while  you  are  well  *,  and  go  Plant  in 
fome  other  Country,  where  your  Virtues  are  not  fo  famous.  (Going,  ■ 

Enter  Trickfy,  with  a Box  of  Writings «■> 

Trick.  What,  wandring  up  and  down,  as  if  you  wanted  an  owner  ? 
Do youknow that  I am  Lady  of  the  Mannour *,  and  that  all  Wefts 
and  Strays  belong  to  me  ? 

Wood . I have  waited  for  you  above  an  hour*,  but  Fryer  BacorP s 
Head  has  been  lately  fpeaking  to  me,  that  Time  is  pafl.  In  a word, 
your  Keeper  has  been  here,  and  will  return  immediately  5 we  mult 
defer  our  happinefs  till  fome  more  f avourable  time. 

Trick.  I fear  him  not  j he  has,  this  morning,  arm’d  me  againft  him= 

felf, 
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felf,  by  this  Settlement:  the  next  time  he  rebels,  he  gives  me  a fair 
occafion  of  leaving  him  for  ever. 

mod.  But  is  this  Confcience  in  you  ? not  to  let  him  have  his  Bar- 
gain, when  he  has  paid  fo  dear  for’t. 

Trick,  You  do  not  know  him:  he  mult  perpetually  be  us’d  ill,  or 
he  infults.  Belides,  1 have  gain  d an  ablblute  Dominion  over  him  * 
he  mult  not  fee,  when  I bid  him  wink.  If  you  argue  after  this,  either 
you  love  me  not,  or  dare  not. 

Wood.  Go  in,  Madam:  Iwas  never  dar’d  before.  I’ll  but  Scout  a 

[‘“Jf  •>  and  follow  you  immediately ( Trick,  goes  in.)  I find  a 

Miltrefs  is  only  kept  for  other  men : and  the  Keeper  is  but  her 
Man,  in  a green  Livery , bound  to  fcrve  a Warrant  for  the  Doe,  when 
e’re  fhe  pleafes,  or  is  in  feafon. 

Enter  J udith,  veith  the  Blight-Gown. 


Jud.  Still  you’re  a lucky  man  ! Mr.  Brainfak,  has  been  exceeding 
honourable  : he  ran,  as  if  a Legion  of  Bayliffs  had  been  at  his  heels 
and  overtook  Limberham  in  the  Street.  Here,  take  the  Gown  • lav  it 
where  you  found  it,  and  the  danger’s  over.  ’ 1 

Wood-  Speak  foftly  .•  Mrs.  Tricksy  is  return’d.  (Looks  in.)  Oh,fhe’s 
gone  into  her  Clofet,  to  lay  up  her  Writings  .•  I can  throw  it  on  the 
Bed,e  re  (he  perceive  it  has  been  wanting £ Throws  it  in. 

Jnd.  Every  Woman  wou’d  not  have  done  this  for  you,  which  I 
have  done. 

Wood.  1 am  fenfible  of  it,  little  Judith  : there’s  a time  to  come  (hall 
pay  for  all.  I hear  her  a returning:  not  a word  away.  [Exit  Judith. 


Re-enter  Trickfy. 

Tnck,  What,  is  a fecond  Summons  needful  ? my  Favours  have  not 
been  fo  cheap,  that  they  (hou’d  ftick  upon  my  hands.  It  feems,  you 

llight  your  Bill  of  fare,  becaufe  you  know  it : or  fear  to  be  invited  to 
your  lofs. 

Wood.  I was  willing  to  fecure  my  happinefs  from  interruption .-  A 
Field  S°U  °ler  neVCr  falls  uPon  Pander,  while  the  Enemy  is  in  the 


,He  ha„s  been  fo  often  baffled,  that  he  grows  contemptible 
Y\  ere  he  here,  (hou’d  he  fee  you  enter  into  my  Clofet  ■,  yet— 

Wood.  You  are  like  to  be  put  upon  the  tryal ; for  1 hear  his  voice. 

7 rack.  Tis  fo  . go  in,  apd  mark  the  event  now : be  but  as  uncon- 
cern d,  as  you  are  fafe,  and  trull  him  to  my  management. 

Wood.  I mud  venture  it:  becaufe  to  be  feen  here,  wou’d  have  the 
lame  effedt,  as  to  be  taken  within.  Yet  I doubt  you  are  too  confii. 

Bt'  C He  goes  in. 

Enter 
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Enter  Limberham  and  Brainfick. 

Lim . How  now,  Vug  f return’d  fo foon/ 

Trick ? When  I few  you  came  not  for  me,  I was  Iota  to  be  long 
> without  you. 

Lim , But  which  way  came  you,  that  I few  you  not? 

Trick.  The  back  way ; by  the  Garden-door. 

Lim.  How  bug  have  you  been  here  ? 

Tricky  Juft  come  before  you. 

Lim.  Oy.  then  all’s  well.  For,  to  tell  you  true,  Vug,  I had  a kind  or 

villanousapprehenrionthat  you  had  been  here  longer  : but  what  e’re 

thou  fey ’ft,  is  an  Oracle,  fweet  Pug , and  1 am  fatisfiU  ‘ 

Brain.  ( Afide ) How  infinitely  Ihe  gulls  him  / and  he  10  ftupid  not 
to  find  it!  '(To  her)  If  he  be  ftill  within.  Madam,  (you  know  my 
meaning?)  here’s  BUbo  ready  to  forbid  your  Keeper  entrance. 

Trick.  (Afide)  Woodall  muft  have  told  him  of  our  appointment.—^ 
What  think  you  of  walking  down,  Mr.  Limberham  ? 

Lim.  l’il  but  vifit  the  Chamber  a little  firft. 

Tricky  What  new  Maggot’s  this  ? you  dare  not  fure  be  jealous  / 

Lim . No,  Iproteft, Tweet  I am  not  *.  only  to  fetisfie  my  curio- 

fity  *,  that’s  but  reafonable,  you  know. 

Trick*  Come,  what  fooliflh  curiofity  f 

Lim.  You  muft  know.  Pug,  l was  going  but  juft:  now,  in  obedience 
v to  your  Commands,  toenquire  of  the  health  and  fefety  of  your  Jew- 
els, and  my  Brother  Brainfick moft  barbaroufly  forbade  me  entrance : 
(nay,  I dare  accufe  you,  when  Pugh  by  to  back  me  *,)  but  now  I am 
refolv’d  I will  go  fee  ’em,  or  fome-body  fhall  fmoak  for’t. 

Brain.  But  1 refolve  you  (hall  not.  If  fhe  pleafes  to  command  my 
Perfon^I  can  comply  with  the  obligation  of  z Cavalier. 

Tricky  But  what  reafon  had  you  to  forbid  him  then,  Sir  ? 

Lim.  !,  what  reafon  had  you  to  forbid  me  then,  Sir  ? 

Brain.  ’Twas  only  my  Caprichio,  Madam.  (Now  muft  I feem  ig- 
norant, of  what  (he  knows  full  well  ) 

Trick  We’ll  enquire  the  caufe  at  better  lei  fure : Come  down, 

Mr.  Limberham.  , , , T 

Lim.  Nay,  if  it  were  only  his  Caprichio,  lam  fetish  d : tnougn,  1 
muft  tell  you,  I was  in  a kind  of  huff,  to  hear  him  Tanta  rattan  taro, 

'a  quarter  of  an  hour  together ; for  Tan  ta  ra  is  but  an  odd  kind  ot 
found,  you  know,  before  a man’s  Chamber. 

Enter  Pleafence. 

Tleaf.  ( Afide ) Judith  has  aftur’d  me  he  muft  be  there  *,  and,  Fm  re* 
folv’d,  i’ll  fatisfie  my  revenge  at  any  rate  upon  my  Rivals. 
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Trick  Mrs.  Pleafance  is  come  to  call  us:  pray let .us  go. 

Pleaf. '■  Oh  dear,  Mv.Mmberham,  I have  had  the  dreadful  ft  Dream 
to  night,  and  am  come  to  tell  it  you  •,  I dream  4 you  left  your  Mi-  - 
ftrefs  Jewels  in  your  Chamber,  and  thepoor  open  . 

Lim-  In  good  time  be  itipokeny  andfo  I did,  Mrs.  Pleafance.  , 

Pleaf  And  that  a great  Twinging  Thief  came  in,  and  whtpt  em 

out.  _ 

ini  fpeak  to  your  Mother,  Madam,  not 

t0 1/w^Nay,  that’s  very  tSS?  for?  youmay  remember,  (hefed  very 
much  upon  Larks  and  Pigeons  y and  they  are  very  heavy  meat,  as 

F\nck.  The  Jewels  are  all  fafe  y ’el?;  > 

Brain.  Will  you  never  ftand  cotre&ed,  Mrs.  pleafarive  . 

Pleaf.  "Not  by  you : correct  your  Matrimony.  And  methought,  of 
afudden,  this  Thief  was  turn’d  to  Mr  .Woodall^  and  that,  hearing 
Mr.  Limberham  come,  he  flipt  for  fear  into  the  Clotet. 

Trick  1 look’d  all  over  it  y Fm  fure  he  is  not  th  .re.  Com.  away, 

D7raw.  What,  I th’mk  you  are  in  a Dream  too,  Brother  Limber, 

hmLim.  If  her  Dream  Ihou’d  come  out  now  1 ’tis  good  to  be  fure 

Trick.  You  are  fure : have  not  I faid  it .?  You  had  belt  make 

wf^-r fir  ' 

was  like  MuWood.ll-,  and  that  Th.ef  may  have  made  Mr.  Lumber- 

^Li^Nay^Mr.  Woodall  is  no  Thief,  that’s  certain : but  if  a Thief 
fliou’d  be  turn’d  to  Mr.  Woodall,  that  may  be  fomething. 

Ttick  Then  I’ll  fetch  out  the  Jewels ; will  that  fatisfie  you . 

Brain.  That  fhall  latisfie  him. 

Then  you  we  a Predeftinated  Fool,  and  fomewhat  worfe, 
that  (hall  be  namelefs:  do  you  not  fee  how  g roily  ihe  abufes  you  . 
My  lifeon’t,  there’s  fome-body  within,  and  {he  knows  it  r®therwife 

Ihe  wou’d  fuffer  you  to  bring  out  the  Jewels.  . 

Lim.  Nay,  I am  no  Predeftinated  Fool  y and  therefore,  Pw£,  give 

W TWdb  I will  not  fatisfie  your  humor. 

Then  I will  fatisfie  it  my  felf  ••  for  my  generous  blood  is  up, 

and  I’ll  force  my  entrance.  , r_,n  a« 

Brain.  Here’s  Bilbo  then  (ball  bar  you : Atoms  are  notfofmali,  as 
iwill  dice  the  Slave.  Ha '.  Fate,  and  Furies!  ^ 
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Lim'  I,  for  all  your-Fate  and  Furies, ! charge  you,  in  his  Majefties 
^ame,  to  keep  the  Peace  : now,  difobey  Authority,  if  you  dare. 

Tricky  Fear  him  not,  fweet  Mr.  Brainfag 

Tleaf.  to  Bra . But,  if  you  Ihou’d  hinder  him,  he  may  trouble  you  at 
Law,  Sir,  and  fay  you  robbM  him  of  his  Jewels. 

Lim.  That’s  well  thought  on.  I will  accufe  himhainoufly  ; there~ 
and  therefore  fear  and  tremble. 

Brain.  My  Allegiance  Charms  me : I acquiefce. — (Afide)  Th’  oc- 
cafion’s  pteulibkto  let  him  pafs.  Nowlet  the  burnilh’d  Beams  upon 
his  Brow  blaze  bread,  for  the  brand  he  caft  upon  the  Brainjich 

7 rick-  Dear  Mr.  Limberham , come  back,  and  hear  me. 

Lim.  Yes,  I will  hear  thee,  Vug. 

Pleaf.  Goon*,  my  life  for  yours,  he’s  there. 

Lim . I am  deaf,  as  an  Adder*,  I will  not  hear  thee,  nor  have  no 
commiferation.  C Struggles  from  her , and  rujhes  in. 

Tricky  Then  I know  the  worft,  and  care  not. 

Limberham  comes  running  out  with  the  Jewelsy  follow'd  by 
Woodall,  with  hie  Sword  drawn. 

Lim . O,  fave  me,  Pug^  lave  me  / [Gets  behind  her. 

Wood.  A Slave,  to  come  and  interrupt  me  at  my  Devotions ! but 
I’ll- 

Lim . Hold, hold,  fince  you  are  fo  devout,  for  Heav’n  fake,  hold. 

Brain.  Nay,  Mounfieur  Woodall  l 

T ricki  For  my  fake,fpare  him. 

Lim.  Yes,  for  Pug's  lake,  Ipare  me. 

Wood.  I did  his  Chamber  the  honour,  when  my  own  was  not  open, 
to  retire  thither;  and  he  to  difturb  me,  like  a profane  Rafcal  as  he 
Was. 

Lim.  (A fide ) I believe  he  had  the  Devil  for  his  Chaplain,  and  a 
man  durft  tell  him  fo. 

Wood . What’s  that  you  mutter  ? 

Lim.  Nay,  nothing  y but  that  I thought  you  had  not  been  fo  well 
given.  I was  only  afraid  of  Pugs  Jewels. 

Wood.  What,  doe?  he  take  me  for  a Thief?  nay  then 

Lim.  O,  mercy,  mercy. 

Tleaf.  Hold,  Sir*,  ’twasa  foolilh  Dream  of  mine  that  fet  him  on. 
I dreamt,  a Thief,  who  had  been  juft  repriev’d  for  a former  Robbery, 
was  vent’ring  his  Neck  a minute  after  in  Mr.  Limberham  $ Clofet. 

Wood . Are  you  thereabouts,  i’faith  / A Pox  of  Artemidorns ! 

Trick.  I have  had  a bream  too,  concerning  Mrs.  Brainfickj*  and 
perhaps 

vs  Wood.  Mrs.  Trickfy}  a word  in  private  with  you,  by  your  Keepers 
leave. 

Lim.  Yes,  Sir,  you  may  fpeak  your  pleafure  to  her ; and,  if  you 
have  a mind  to  go  to  prayers  together,  the  Clofet  is  open. 

I 2 Wood. 


LIMBERH  AM;  Ory 

Wood,  to  Tr.  You  but  fufped  it  at  moft,  and  cannot  prove  it-,  if 
you  value  me,  you  will  not  ingage  me  in  a quarrel  with  her  Huf- 
band. 

Tritkz  Well,  in  hope  you‘l  love  me.  I’ll  obey. 

Brain.  Now,  Damfei  T rickjy,  your  dream,  your  Dream  / 

Tricky  ’Twas  fomething  of  a Plagelet  that  a Shepherd  play’d  up- 
on fo  fweetly,  that  three  Women  follow’d  him  for  his  Mufick,  and. 
ftill  one  of  ’em  {hatch’d  it  from  the  other. . 

Pleaf.  (j4fide ) I underftand  her  *,  but  I find  (he’s  brib’d  to  fe- 
crecy. 

him.  That  FlageUt  was,  by  interpretation,  but  let  thatpafs*,  and' 
Mr  .Woodall  there  was  the  Shepherd  that  play’d  the  Tan  ta  ra  upon’c  : 
but  a generous  heart,  likemiine;  will  endure  the  infamy  no  longer  } 
therefore,  Pug,  I bamlh  thee  for  ever. 

Trickz  Then  farewel.  ■ 

him.  Is  that  all  you  make  of  me? 

Tricky  I hate  to  be  tormented  with  your  jealous  humors,  and  am 
glad  to  be  rid  of  'em. 

Lm  Bear  witnefs,  good  People,  of  her  ingratitude  / Nothing 
vexes  me,  but  that  file  calls  me  jealous’,  when  I found  him  as  clofe  as 
a Butter-fiy  in  her  Clofet. 

T nckz  No  matter  for  that : I knew  not  he  was  there. 
him.  Wou’d  1 cou’d  believe  thee. 

Wood.  You  have  both  our  words  for’t- 

Prick.  Why  fiiou’d  you  perfwade  him  againft  his  will? 

Xm?.^Sinee  you  won’t  perfwade  me,  I care  not  much*,  here  are 
the  Jewels  in  my  pofleffion  *,  and  I’ll  fetch  out  the  Settlement  imme-. 
diately; 

Wood.  (Showing  the  Box)  Look  you,  Sir,  I’ll  fpare; your  pams  .*  four 
hundred  a year  will  ferve  to  comfort  a poor  caft  Miftrefs. 

him . I thought  what  wou’d  come  of  your  Devils  Pater  Nofters ! 
Brain.  Reftore  it  to  him  for  pity,  Woodall. 

Tricky  I make  him  my  Trufteev  he  (hall  not  reftore  it.. 
him.  Here  are  Jewels  that  xoft  me  above  two  thou fand  pound,  ar 
Queen  might  wear ’em  *,  behold  this  Orient  Neck-lace,  Pug.1  ’tis  pity 
any  Neck  (hou’d  touch  it  after  thine,  that  pretty  Neck  I but,  oh,  ’tis 
the  falfeft  Neck  that  e’re  was  hang’d  inPearh  . 

Wood.  *Twoud  become  your  bounty  to  give  it  her  at  parting. 
him.  Never  the  fooner  for  your  asking.  But,  oh,  that  word  Part- 
in? ! can  1 bear  it /if  (he  cou’d  find  in.  her  heart  hut  fo  much  grace, 
as  to  acknowledge  what  a Traytrefs  (he  has  been,  I think  inmyCon- 
fciencel  cou’d  forgive  her.  t 

Trickz  I'll  not  wrong  my  Innocence  fo  much,  nor  this  Gentlemans  ^ 
hut,  fince  you  have  accus’d  us  falfly,  four  hundredayear,  betwixt  us 

two.  will  make  us.fome  part  of  reparation.  _ 

• » ' ' Wooa,. 
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Wood.  I anfwer  you  not,  but  with  my  Leg,  Madam. 

Pleaf.  (AJide)  This  mads  me  •,  but  I cannot  help  it. 

Lim.  What,  wilt  thou  kill  me.  Pug,  with  thy  unkindnefs,  when 
thou  know’ll  I cannot  live  without  thee?  It  goes  to  my  heart,  that 
this  wicked  Fellow- 

Wood . How's  that,  Sir  ? 

Lim . Under  the  Rofe,  good  Mr.  Woodall.  But  I fpeakit  with  all 
fubmiflion,  in  the  bitternefs  of  my  fpirit , that  you,  or  any  man, 
fhou’d  have  the  difpofing  of  my  four  hundred  a year  gratis  : there- 
fore. dear  Pn? , a word  in  private  , with  vour  permiffion , good 
Mr.  Woodall. 

T rickj,  Alas,  I know,  by  experience,  I may  fafely  trull  my  Perfon 
with  you.  \_Ex.Lim . Trick • 

Enter  Aldo- 

Pleaf.  O,  Father  j4ldo , we  have  wanted  you  1 Here  has  been  made, 
the  rarelt  difcovery ! 

Brain.  With  the  mod  Comical  Cataftrophe ! 

Wood.  Happily  arriv’d , i’faith,  my  old  Sub-fornicator .-  I have 
been  taken  upon  fulpicion  here  with  Mrs.  Tricksy. 

Aldo.  To  be  taken,  tobe  feen! ''Before  George  that’s  a point  next" 
the  word.  Son  Woodall . 

Wood.  Truth  is,  I wanted  thy  aflidance,  old  Methafalem  *.  but,  my 
comfort  is,  1 fell  greatly. 

Aldo.  Well,  young  Phaeton,  that’s  fomewhatyet,  if  you  made  a 
blaze  at  your  departure. 

Enter  Giles,  Mrs.  Brainfick,  and  Judith. 

Giles . By  your  leave.  Gentlemen.  I have  follow’d  anfoldMader 
of  mine,  thefetwo  long  hours,  and  had  a fair  Courfe  at  him  up  the 
Street:  here  he  enter’d  I’m  fure. 

Aldo.  Whoop  Holiday  / our  trudy  and  well-beloved  Giles,  mod 
welcome ! Now,  for  fome  news  of  my  ungracious  Son. 

Wood.  (Afide)  Giles  here!  O Rogue,  Rogue!  Now,  wou’d  I 
were  fafe  ftow’d,  over  head  and  ears,  in  the  Ched  again. 

Aldo.  Look  you  now,  Son  Woodall , I told  you  1 was  not  midaken  y » 
my  Rafcal’s  in  Town,  with  a vengeance  to  him. 

Giles. r Why,  thisis  he,  Sir  j I thought  you  had  known  him, 

Aldo.  Known  whom  ? 

Giles.  Your  Son  here",  my  young  Mader. 

Aldo.  Do  I dote  / or  art  thou  drunk,  Giles  ? 
r Giles*.  Nay,  I am  fober  enough,  I’m  fure  j I have  been  kept  fading" 
aimed  thefe  two.  days. 
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Aldo.  Before  (?w£<y’cisfo!  I read  it  in  that  leering  look;  Whtt 
a Tartar  have  I caught ! 

Brain.  Woodall  his  Son ! 

Bleaf.  What,  young  Father  Aldo ! 

Aldo.  ( Afide)  Now  cannot  1 for  lhame  hold  up  my-head,  to  think 
what  this  young  Rogue  is  privy  to  / 

Mrs  .Brain.  The  molt  dumb  interview  1 ever  law  ! 

Brain.  What,  have  you  beheld  the  Gorgon's  head  on  either  fide  ? 

Aldo.  Oh,  my  fins ! my  fins ! and  he  keeps  my  Book  of  Confidence 
too  / He  can  difplay ’em,  with  a witnefs!  Oh,  treacherous  young 
Devil ! 

Wood-  (Afide)  Well,  the  Squib’s  run  to  the  end  of  the  Line,  and 
now  for  the  Cracker  : I mull:  bear  up. 

Aldo.  I muft  fet  a face  of  Authority  on  the  matter,  for  my  cre- 
dit.  Pray,  who  am  1 ? do  you  know  me,  Sir  ? 

Wood.  Yes,  I think  1 fhou’d  partly  know.  Sir : you  may  remember 
fome  private  paflages  betwixt  us. 

Aldo.  (Afde)  I ’thought  as  much  file  has  me  already ' But 

pray.  Sir,  why  this  Ceremony  amongft  Friends?  Put  on,  put  on* 
and  let  us  hear  what  news  from  France .-  have  you  beard  lately  from 
roy  Son  ? does  he  continue  ftill  the  moft  hopeful  and  efteem’d  young 
Gentleman  in  Paris  f does  he  menage  his  allowance  with  the  fame 
diferetion  ? and  laltly,  has  he  ftill  the  fame  refpedt  and  duty  for  his 
good  old  Father  ? 

Wood.  Faith,  Sir,  1 have  been  too  long  from  my  Catechife,  to  an- 
fwer  fo  many  queftions  •,  but , fuppofe  there  be  no  news  of  your 
Quondam  Son,  you  may  comfort  up  your  heart  for  fuch  a lofs ; Father 
Aldo  has  a numerous  Progeny  about  the  Town,  Heav’n  blefs  ’em. 

Aldo.  Tis  very  well,  Sir ; I find  you  have  been  fearching  for  your 
Relations  then,  in  Whetflone's  Park/ 

Wood.  No,  Sir  5 1 made  fome  fcruple  of  going  to  the  forefaid  place, 
for  fear  of  meeting  my  own  Father  there. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  I cou’d  find  in  my  heart  to  difinherit  thee. 

Pleaf.  Sure  you  cannot  be  fo  unnatural. 

Wood,  lam  iure  I am  no  Ballard , witnefs  one  good  quality  I have: 
If  any  of  your  Children  have  a ftronget  Tang  of  the  Father  in  em,  I 
am  content  to  be  difown’d. 

Aldo.  Well,  from  this  time  forward,  I pronounce  thee no 

Son  of  mine.  . . , . „ 

Wood.  Then  yeu  defire  1 fhou’d  proceed,  to  juftifie  I am  lawfully 
begotten?  The  Evidence  is  ready.  Sir;  and,  if  you  pleafe,  I ihall 
relate  before  this  Honourable  Alfembly,  thofe  excellent  Lefions  of 
Morality  you. gave  me  at  our  firft  Acquaintance.  As,  in  the  firft 
piaefy  — * 

Aldo.  Hold  hold ; 1 charge  thee  hold,  on  thy  obedience.  I for- 
give 
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give  thee  heartily  : ! have  proof  enough  thou  art  my  Son  but  tame 
thee  that  can,  thou  art  a mad  one. 

flea/-  Why,  this  is  as  it  fhou’d  be. 

Aldo  to  Him.  Not  a word  of  any  pafTages  betwixt  us : *tis  enough 
we  know  each  other  j hereafter  we’ll  banifh  all  Pomp  and  Ceremony, 
and  live  familiarly  together:  I’ll  be  ? ilades , and  thou  mad  Oreftes , 
and  we’ll  divide  the  Eftate  betwixt  us,  and  have  frefh  Wenches,  and 
BaRam  Rantym  every  night. 

Wood.  A match,  i’faith : and  let  the  World  pafs. 

Aldo.  But  hold  a little ; I had  forgot  one  point : 1 hope  you  are 
3* ot  marri’d,  nor  ingag’d  ? 

Wood . To  nothing  but  my  pleafures,  I. 

Aldo.  A mingle  of  profit  wou’d  do  well  though.  Come,  here’s  a 
Girl ; look  well  upon  her-,  'tisa  metled  Toad,  l can  tell  you  that : 
lheT  make  notable  work  betwixt  two  Sheets,  in  a lawful  way. 

Wood.  What,  my  old  Enemy,  Mrs.  Plea/ance  ! 

M.  Brain.  Marry  Mrs.  Saintly  s Daughter/ 

Aldo.  The  truth  is,  (he  has  pall:  for  her  Daughter,  by  my  appoint- 
ment} but  fhe  has  as  good  blood  running  in  her  veins,  as  the  belt  of 
you  : her  Father,  Mr.  Palms , on  his  Death-bed,  left  her  to  my  care 
and  difpofal*,  befides,a  Fortune  of  twelve  hundred  a year^  a pretty 
convenience,  by  my  faith. 

Wood.  Beyond  my  hopes,  if  fhe  confent. 

Aldo.  I have  taken  feme  care  of  her  Education,  and  plac’d  her 
here  with  Mrs.  Saintly,  as  her  Daughter,  to  avoid  her  being  blown 
upon  by  Fops,  and  younger  Brothers.  So  now.  Son,  I hope  I have 
match’d  your  Concealment  with  my  difeovery/  there’s  hit  for  hit, 
e’re  I crofs  the  Cudgels. 

Plea f.  You  will  not  take  ’em  up,  Sir? 

Wood.  Idare  not  againftyou,  Madam  * I’m  fure  you’ll  worlt  me 
at  all  Weapons.  All  1 can  fay  is,  I do  not  now  begin  to  love  you.} 

Aldo.  Let  me  fpeakfor  thee.-  Thou  (halt  be  us’d,  little  Plea/ance , 
like  a Soveraign  Princefs : thou  fhalt  not  touch  a bit  of  Butchers 
meat  in  a twelvemonth  and  thou  fhalt  be  treated — — 

Plea f.  Not  with  Ballum  Rankum  every  night,  I hope ! 

Aldo.  Well,  thou  art  a Wag  j no  more  of  that.  Thou  (halt  want 
neither  Man’s  meat,  nor  Woman’s  meat,  as  far  as  his  pcovifioa  will 
hold  out. 

Plea f.  But  I fear  he's  fo  horribly  given  to  go  a Houfe-warming  a- 
broad,  that  the  leaft  part  of  the  Provifion  will  come  to  myfhare  at 
home. 

Wood.  You’ll  find  me  fo  much  imployment  in  my  own  Family, 
that  1 fhall  have  little  need  to  look  out  for  Journey-work. 

Aldo.  Before  George , he  fhnll  do  thee  Reafony  e’re  thou  fleep’ft. 

Plea/.  No}  he.jhail  have  an  Honourable  Truce  for  one  day  at 

leaft} 
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lead*,  for  tis  not  fair,  to  put  a frdh  Enemy  upon  him.  . 

Mrs.  Bra.  to  Pleaf.  I befeech  you,  Madam,  difcover  nothing  be. 
twixthimandme. 

Pleaf.  to  her . I am  contented  to  cancel  the  old  Score  *,  but  take  heed 
of  bringing  me  an  after-reckoning. 

Enter  Gervafe  leading  Saintly- 

Ger . Save  you,  Gentlemen*,  and  you,  my  Quondam  Mailer  : yon 
are  welcome  all,  as  I may  fay. 

Aldo.  How  now.  Sirrah?  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ger . Give  good  words,  while  you  live.  Sir:  your  Landlord,  and 
Mr.  Saintly , if  youpleafe. 

Wood.  Oh,  I underftand  the  bufinefs  *,  he’s  marri’d  to  the  W ldovv. 
Saint.  -Verily,  the  good  work  is  accomplidi’d. 

Brain.  But,  why  Mr.  Saintly  ? 

Ger . When  a man  is  marri’d  to  his  Betters,  'tis  but  decency  to 
take  her  name.  A pretty  Houfe,  pretcy  Scituation,  and  prettily  fur- 
nilh’d/  I have  been  unlawfully  labouring  at  hard  duty*,  butaParfon 

has  foder’d  up  the  matter:  chank  yourWorlhip,  Mr  .Woodall. 

How  ? Giles  here  ! f 

Wood.  The  bufmefs  is  out,  and  I am  now  Aldo : my  Father  has  ror- 
given  me,  and  wre  are  friends. 

Ger.  When  will  Giles,  with  his  honefty,  come  to  this  f 
Wood . Nay,  do  not  infult  too  much,  good  Mr.  Saintly:  thou  wert 
but  my  Deputy  thou  know’ll  the  Widow  intended  it  to  me. 

Ger.  But  I am  fatisfi’d  (he  perform’d  it  with  me,  Sir.  Well,  there 
is  much  good  will  in  thefe  prec’rie  old  Women  *,  they  are  the  moll  zea- 
lous Bed-fellows : Look  and  (he  does  not  blufh  now  / you  fee  there  s 
Grace  in  her. 

Wood.  Mr.  Limber  ham,  where  are  you  ? Come,  chear  up  man : how 
. go  matters  on  your  fide  of  the  Country  ? Cry  him,  Gervafe. 

Ger.  Mr.  Limberham , Mr.  Limber  ham , make  your  appearance  in 
the  Court,  and  lave  your  Recognizance. 

Enter  Limberham  and  Trickly* 

Wood '.  Sir,  I (hou’d  now  make  a Speech  to  you  in  my  own  defence  *, 
but  the  (hort  of  all  is  this:  if  you  can  forgive  what’s  pad,  your 
hand , and  i’ll  endeavour  to  make  up  the  breach  betwixt  you  and 
your  Miftrefs : if  not,  I am  ready  to  give  you  the  fatisfadion  of  a 

Gentleman.  , , T 

Lim.  Sir,  i am  a peaceable  man,  and  a good  Chnltian,  though  1 
fay  k,  and  defire  no  fatisfadion  from  any  man : Pug  and  I are  partly 
. agreed  upon  the  point  already  \ and  therefore  lay  thy  hand  upou  thy 

Heart, 
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heart,  Png,  and  if  thou  canft  from  the  bottom  of  thy  Soul  ck-lk  man- 
kind, naming  no  body.  Til  forgive  thy  pafl  Enormities;  and,  to 
give  good  example  to  all  Chridian  Keepers , will  take  thee  to  -irjy 
wedded  Wife:  And  thy  four  hundred  a year  (hall  be  lctlcd  up  pa 
thee,  for  feparate  maintenance. 

Tricky  Why,  now  I can  confent  with  Honour. 

Aldo.  This  is  the  firft  bufinefs  that  was  ever  made  up  without  me. 

Wood:  Give  you  Joy,  Mr.  Bridegroom. 

Lim.  You  may  fpareyour  breath,  Sir,  if  you  pleaie  : I deilre  none 
from  you.  ’Tis  true,  l’mfatisfi’d  of  her  Vertue,  in  fpight  of  Slander  j 
but,  to  (Hence  Calumny,  1 (hall  civilly  defire  you  henceforth,  mot  to 
make  a Chappel  of  Eale  of  Png's  Ciofet. 

Pleaf.  ( Afide ) Pil  take  care  of  falfe  Worfhip,  I’ll  warrant  him : 
he  lhall  have  no  more  to  do  with  Bell  and  the  Dragon. 

Brain.  Gome  hither,  Wedlock,  and  let  me  Seal  my  lading  Love 

upon  thy  Lips:  Saintly  has  been  (educ'd,  and  fo  has  Tricksy  : • * 

but  thou  alone  art  kind  and  conftant.  Hitherto  I have  not  valu’d 
modelty,  according  to  its  merit  ^ but  hereafter,  Memphis  fhall  not 
boad:  a Monument  more  firm,  than  my  affection. 

Wood.  A molt  excellent  Reformation,  and  at  a mod:  feafonable 
time ! The  Moral  on’t  is  pleafant,  if  well  confider’d.  Now,  let’s  to 
Dinner : Mr.  Saintly , lead  the  way,  as  becomes  you  , in  your  own 
Houfe.  [The  refi  going  off. 

Pleaf.  Your  hand,  fweet  moyefcy. 

Wood.  And  heart  too,  my  comfortable  Importance. 

Miltrefs,  and  Wife,  by  turns,  I have  podefs’d  : 

He  who  enjoys  ’em  both,  in  one,  is  blefs’d. 
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I Beg  a Boon , that  e're  jou  all  disband. 

Some  one  would  take  my  Bargain  of  my  hand-, 

7o  keep  a Punk'i*  but  a common  evil, 

7o  find  her  falfe,  and  Marry , that's  the  Devil. 

Well,  Ine're  Afted  Part  in  all  m)  life. 

But  fiill  I was  fobb'd  of  with  fome  fuch  Wife : 

I find  the7rick',  thefe  Poets  take  no  pity 
Of  one  that’ is  a Member  of  the  City. 

We  Cheat  you  lawfully , and  in  our  7rades, 

Tou  Cheat  us  bafely  with  your  Common  Jades. 

Now  / am  Mar  tied , l mufi  fit  down  by  it ; 

But  let  me  keep  my  Dear ■ bought  Spoufe  in  quiet : 

Let  none,  of  you  Damn  d Woodalls  of  the  Pit, 

Put  in  for  Shares  to  mend  our  breed,  in  Wit ; 

We  know  your  B aSiards  from  cur  Flefh  and  Blood, 

Not  one  in  ten  of  yours  e're  comes  to  good. 

In  all  the  Boys  their  Fathers  Vertues  fhine. 

But  all  the  Female  Fry  turn  Pugs  like  mine. 

When  thefe  grow  up,  Lord  with  what  Rampant  Gadders 
Our  Counters  will  be  throng'd, and  Roads  with  Ladders. 
7his  7own  two  Bargains  has , not  worth  one  farthing, 
A Southfield  Horfe,  and  Wife  of  Covent-Garden. 
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